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This little book of prose, added to MrE. 
Bkownino's previous books ol verse, com- 
pletes the publication of her works. Tliese 
stand now in five volumes, uniform witl.> 
the present, including a Memorial by Tlieo- 
dore TiUon. 

JAMES MILLER. 
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The right of publislimg this Book in the United 
States having been purchased by Mr. Jambs Millbe, 
it is hoped there will be no interference with the 

ROBERT BROWKING. 
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PEEFACE TO THE LOKDON EDITION. 



Thk following pieces, first printed in 1842 
by the "Atheneoum," are now reprinted witli 
the liberal permission of that journal. 

It was intended by its writer, that the 
account of the Greek Christian Poets should 
receive corrections, or certainly additions: 
a project which new objects of interest came 
to de]ay. The glancing series of notes upon 
the English Poets seems suggested hj, as 
well as consequent upon, the account; un- 
less it arose from the publication of Words- 
worth's " Poems of early and late years, 
including The Borderers," — in the form of a 
review of which, the latter part of the paper 
originally appeared : the former was ooea- 
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sioned by "The Book of the Poets," a com- 
pilation of the day. 

Both performances, laid away loni? ago, 
and only lately unfolded for the first time, 
were perhaps almost forgotten by their au- 
thor; but on the whole, in all likeliliood, 
some way or other reproduction was de- 
sired: and this is effected accordingly. 

A name, which occurs unworthily enough 
toward the close, should be withdrawn were 
it found possible : its presence may be par- 
doned, as serving at least to mark more 
dates than one. 
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SOME ACCOUNT 



GREEK CIIRlSilAiN POETS. 



The Greek language was a strong intellectual 
life, stronger than any Biniilar one which has 
lived in the breath of " articulately speaking 
men," and survived it. No other language has 
lived BO long and died bo hard, — pang by pang, 
each with a dolphin color — yielding reluctantly 
to that doom of death and silence which must 
come at last to the speaker and the speech. 
Wonderful it is to look back fathoms down the 
great Past, thousands of years away — where 
whole generations lie unmade to dust— where 
the sounding of their trumpets, and the rushing 
of their scythed chariots, and that great shont 
which brought down the birds stone dead from 
beside the sun, are more silent than the dog 
breathing at our feet, or the fly's paces on our 
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i\ iudow-paiie ; and yet, tVom the heart of wliich 
silence, to feel words rise up like a smoke — 
words of men, even words of women, uttered 
at first, pei-haps, in " excellent low voices," bul 
audible and distinct to onr times, through " the 
dreadful pother" of life and death, the hissing 
of the steam-engine and the cracking of the 
cerement ! It is wonderful to look hack and 
listen. Blind Homer spoke this Greek after 
blind Demodoous, with a qnenchlesa light about 
his brows, which he felt through his blindness. 
Pindar rolled his chariots in it, prolonging the 
clamor of the games, Sappho's heart beat 
through it, and heaved up the world's. .^Es- 
chylus strained it to the stature of his high 
thoughts. Plato crowned it with his divine 
peradventuves. Aristophanes made it drunk 
with the wine of his fantastic merriment. The 
later Platonists wove their souls away in it, out 
of sight of other souls. The first Christians 
heard in it God's new revelation, and confessed 
their Christ in it from the suppliant's knee, and 
presently fi'om the bishop's throne. To all 
times, and their transitions, the language lent 
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itsiilf. Through the long auinmer of above two 
thousand years, from the grasshopper Homer 
ssing of, to that grasshopper of Manuel Phile, 
which might indeed have been " a burden," we 
can in nowise mistake the chirping of the blood- 
less, deathless, wondrous creature. It chirps on 
ill Greek still. At the close of that long sum- 
mer, though Greece lay withered to her root 
her academic groves and philosophic gardens 
all leafless and bare, still from the depth of the 
desolation rose up the voice — 

cuckoo, shall I call thee bird. 
Or but a, wandering voice ! 

which did not grow hoarse, like other cuckoos, 
but sang not nnsweetly, if more faintly than 
before. Strangely vital was this Greek lau- 
gaage— 

Some BtragglJQg spirita were behind, to be 
Laid out witli most thrift on its memory. 

It seemed as if nature could not part with so 
lovely a tune — as if she felt it ringing on still in 
her head — or as if she hummed it to herself, as 
the watchtiian used to do, with " night wander- 
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illy ruHiiLl" liini, when he watered wcaiily on 
the palace roof of the doomed house of Atreus. 
But, although it is impossiUe to touch with a 
thought the IsBt estate of Greek poetical litera- 
ture without the wonder oceurring of its being 
fitill Greek, still poetry, — though we are startled 
by the phenomenon of life-like sounds coming 
up from the ashes of a mighty people — at the 
aspect of an Alcestis returned from the dead, 
veiled, but identical, — we are forced to admit, 
after the first pause of admiration, that a change 
has passed upon the great thing we recognize, a 
change proportionate to the greatness, and in- 
volving a caducity. Therefore, in adventuring 
some imperfect account of the Greek ecclesi- 
astical poets, it is right to premise it with the 
full and frank admisaion, that they are not ac- 
complished poets, — that they do not, in laet, 
reach, with their highest lifted hand, the Jowest 
foot of those whom the world has honored as 
Greek poets, but who have honored the world 
more by their poetry. The instrument of the 
Greek tongue was, at the Christian era, an an- 
tique instrument, somewhat woi-n, somewhat 
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stiff in tl e phuiig somewh'^t deficient in notei 
whn,h it had once somewhat teeble and unu^i 
tam in such is it retained The subtlety of the 
^ncIt,nt music, the ^auety of its cadences, the 
mteisections of sweetness in the iibe and tall of 
melodies, lounded and contained in the unity 
ot Its hairaony aie a^ utterij lost to this latei 
peiiod as the d%irama was to an eiiliei one 
We must not seek foi them, \ie shili not find 
them, then jlace knows them no moie Not 
only WIS there a lack in the instrument — theie 
was also a deficiency m the iHjeib Thiown 
aside, afler the old flute-story, by a goddess, it 
was taken up by a mortal hand — by the hand 
of men ^fted and noble in their generation, but 
belonging to it intelleotually, even by their glfls 
and their nobleness. Another immortal, a true 
genius, might, nay, would, have asserted him- 
self, and wrung a poem of almost the ancient 
ibrce from the infirm instrument. It ia easy to 
fancy and to wish that it had been so — that 
some martyr or bishop, when bishops were 
martyi"s, and the earth was still warm with the 
Sacrificial blood, had been called to the utter- 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



anue of his aoiiVs devotion, with the emphasis 
of a great poet's power. No one, however, 
was so called. Of all the names which shall 
presently be reckoned, and of which it is the 
object of this sketch to give some account, be- 
seeching its readers to hold several in honorable 
remembrance, not one can be crowned with a 
steady hand as a true complete poet's name. 
Such a crown is a sacred dignity, and, as it 
should not be touched idly, it must not be used 
here. A born Warwick could find, here, no 
head for a crown, 

Yetweahall reckon names "foi- remembrance," 
and speak of things not ignoble — of meek, heroic 
Christians, and heavenward faces washed serene 
by tears — strong knees bending humbly for the 
very strength's sake — bright intellects burning 
often to the winds in fantastic shapes, but oftener 
still with an honest, inward heat, vehement on 
heart and br^n — most eloquent Jallible lips that 
convince us less than they persuade — a divine 
loquacity of human falsities — poetical souls, that 
are not souls of poets I Surely not ignoble thingsl 
And the reader will perceive at once that the 
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writer's iieart is not laid beneath tde uheels of 
a cumbrous ecclesiastical antiquity^that its in- 
tent is to love what is lovable, to honor what is 
honorable, and to kiss both through the dust of 
centuries, but by no means to recognize a hi- 
erarchi/, whether in the church oi' in literature. 

If, indeed, an opinion on the former relation 
might be regarded here, it would be well to 
suggest, that to these "Fathers," as we call 
them filially, with heads turned away, we owe 
more i-everence for the grayness of their beards 
than theologic gratitude for the outstretching of 
their hands. Devoted and disinterested as many 
among them were, they, themselves, were at 
most times evidently and consciously surer of 
their love, in a theologic sense, than of their 
knowledge in any. It is no place for a reference 
to religious controversy ; and if it were, we are 
about to consider them simply as poets, without 
trenching on the very wide ground of their prose 
Mork& ind ecclesiastical opinions. Still one 
pisamg remark may be admissible, since the 
h t !■> •'o lemarkahle-how any body of Chris- 
t m .■ 1 |>rolb^i to derive tiii'ir opiui,,i,a 
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fications of each several one. What then should 
be done with ouv "Fathers"? Leave them to 
perish by the time -Ganges, as old men innocent 
and decrepit, and wortliy of no use or honor? 
Surely not. We may learn of them, if God will 
let us, hve, and love is much — we may learn 
devotedness of them and warm our heaits by 
tlieirs; and this, although we rather disti'ust 
them as commentators, aiid utterly refuse them 
the reverence of our souls, in the capacity of 
theological oracles. 

Their place in literature, which we have to do 
with to-day, may be found, perhaps, by a like 
moderation. That place is not, it has been ad- 
mitted, of the highest; and that it is not of the 
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loi\"est tlie proof will presently be attempted. 
There is a mid-air kingdom of the birds called 
NephGiococcygia, of which Aristophanes tells us 
something ; and we might stand there a moment 
so as to measure the local adaptitude, putting 
np the Promethean umbrella to hide us from 
the " Gods," if it were not for the " men and 
columns" lower down. But as it is, the veiy 
suggestion, if pei-sisted in, would sink all the 
ecclei^astical antiquity it is desirable to lind 
favor for, to ail eternity, in the estimation of 
the kindest readei'. No ! the mid-air kingdom 
of the birds will not serve the wished-ibr pur- 
pose even illustratively, and by gi-ace of the 
nightingale. " May the sweet saints pardon ns" 
for wronging them by an approach to such a 
sense, which, if attained and determined, would 
have consigned them so certainly to what St. 
Augustine called — when he was moderate too — 
'■'■ mitissinia damnutio,'''' a very mild species of 
damnation. 

It would be, in fact, a rank injustice to tlie 
beauty we are here to recognize, to place these 
wi'itei'H in the nmk of medincniies, su|iposin^ 
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the harsh sense. They may be called mediocii- 
ties aa poets among poets, but not so as no poets 
at all. Some of ihem may sing before gods and 
men, and in front of any column, from Trajan's 
to that projected one in Trafklgai' Square, to 
which is promised the miraculous distinction of 
making the National Gallery sink lower than we 
see it now. They may, as a body, sing exult- 
ingly, holding the relation of column to galleiy, 
in front of the whole "corpus" of Latin ec- 
clesiastical poetry, and claim the world's ear 
and the poet's palm. That the modem Latin 
poets have been more read by scholars, and are 
better known by reputation to the general reai3- 
er, is unhappily true : but the truth involves 
no good reason why it should be so, nor much 
marvel that it is so. Besides the greater acces- 
sibility of Latin literatui-e, the vicissitude of 
life is extended to posthumous feme, and Time, 
who is Justice to the poet, is sometimes too 
busy in pulverizing bones to give the due weight 
to memories. The modem Latin poets, " ele- 
gant,"^ which is the critic's word to spend upon 
them, — elegant as they are occasionally, polished 
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and accurate as they are comparatively, stand 
cold and lifeless, with statiie-eyes, near tlieae 
good, fei-vid, taiilty Greeks of oui's — and we do 
not care to look again. Our Greeks do, in 
tbeir degree, claim their ancesti-al advantage, 
not the mere advantage of language, — nay, least 
the advantage of language — a comparative ele- 
gance and acGiii'acy of expression being ceded to 
the Latias— but that higher distinction inherent 
in brain and breast, of vivid thought and quick 
senability. What if we swamp for a moment 
the TertuUians and Prudentiuses, and touch, by 
a permitted anachronism, with one hand, Vida, 
with the other, Geegokt Nazianzbn, what 
then? What though the Italian poet be 
smooth as the Italian Canova — working like 
him out of stone — smooth and cold, disdaining 
to ruffle his dactyls with the beating of hia 
pulses — what then ? Would we change for 
him our sensitive Gregory, with all his detects 
in the glorious " scientia metrica" ? We would 
not — perhaps we should not, even if those 
defects were not attributable, as Mr. Boyd, in 
the preface to his work on the "Fathers, most 
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justly intimates, to the changes incident to a 
decHniiig language. 

It ia, too, as rehgions poets, that ivc are called 
npon to estimate these neglected Greeks — as re- 
ligious poets, of whom the universal church and 
the world's literature would gladly embrace more 
names than can be counted to either. For it is 
strange that, although "Wilhelm Meister's up- 
looking and downlooking aspects, the revei-ence 
to things above and things below, the religious 
all-clasping spirit, be, and must be, in degree and 
measure, the grand necessity of every true poet's 
soul, — of religious poets, strictly so called, the 
eaith is very bare. Religious " parcel-poets" wo 
have, indeed, more than enough ; writers of 
hymns, translators of Scripture into prose, or of 
prose generally into rhymes, of whose heait-de- 
votton ahigherfeculty were worthy. Also there 
have been poets, not a few, singing as if earth 
were still Eden ; and poets, many, singing as if 
in the first hour of exile, when the echo of the 
cui-se was louder than the whisper of the pi'omise. 
But the right "genius of Christian! sm" has done 
little up to this moment, even for Chateaubriand. 
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We want the touch of Christ's liancl upon our 
literature, as it touched other dead things — ive 
want the sense of the saturation of Christ's blood 
upon the souls of onr poets, that it may ciy 
through them in answer to the ceaseless wail of 
the Sphinx of our humaoity, CKpounding agony 
into renovation. Something of this has been 
perceived in art when its gloiy was at the fullest. 
Something' of a yearning after this may be seen 
among the Greek Chi'istiaa poets, something 
"ivliieh would have been tmcch with a stronger 
faculty. It wall not harm us in any case, as lovers 
of literature and honest judges, if we breathe 
away, or peradventnre besom away, the thick 
dust which lies upon their heavy folios, and be- 
som away, or peradventnre breathe away, the in- 
ward intellectual dust, which must be confessed 
to lie thickly, too, upon the heavy poems, and 
make our way softly and meekly into the heait 
of such hidden beauties (hidden and scattered) as 
our good luck, or good patience, oi-, to speak 
more reverently, the inti-insic goodness of the 
Fathers of Christian Poetiy, shall pei-mit us to 
discover. May gentle readers favor the en- 
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liuavor, with " gentle aira," if any ! readera not 
too proud to sleep, were it only for Homer's 
sake ; nor too passionate, at their worat displeas- 
ure, to do woi-se than growl in their sleeves, after 
the manner of "most delicate monsters." It is 
not intended to crash this forbearing class with 
folios, nor even withaiblio; only to set down 
briefly in their sight what shall appear to the 
writer the characteristics of each poet, and to il- 
lustrate the opinion by the translation of a few 
detached passages, or, in certain possible cases, 
of short entire poems. And so much has been 
premised, simply that too much be not expected. 
It has the look of an incongruity, to begin an 
account of the Gi'eek Christian poets with a Jew ; 
and EzEKiEL is a Jew in hia very name, and a 
" poet of the Jews" by profession. Moreover he 
is wrapt in such a mystery of chronology, that 
nobody can be quite sure of his not having lived 
before the Christian era — and one whole whisper 
establishes him as a unit of the famous seventy 
or seventy-two, under Ptolemy Philadelphus. 
Let us waive the chronology in favor of the 
mystery. He is brought out into light hy Cle- 
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mens Alexandnmis ; and being associated with 
Greek poets, and a writer himself of Greek 
vei'ses, we may receive him in virtue of the 
TOToroTOTOTOTOTOTOTtyl, willi JlttSe fear, in his 
case, of implying an injuatice in that middle bird- 
locality of Nephelococcygia. The reader must 
bewai-e of confounding him with the prophet ; 
and the circumstance of the latter's inspiration is 
sufficiently distinguishing. Our Greek Ezekiel 
is, indeed, whatever his chronology may be, no 
vatis in the ancient sense. A Greek tragedy 
(and some fi-agments of a tragedy are al! that we 
hold of him), by a Jew, and on a Jewish subject, 
" The Exodus from Egypt," may startle the most 
serene of us into curiosity — with which curiosity 
begins and ends the only strong feeling we can 
bring to bear upon the work; ance, if the exe- 
cution of it is somewhat curious too, there is a 
gentle collateral dulness which effectually secures 
us from feverish excitement. Moses prologizes 
after the worst manner of Euripides (worse than 
the worse), compendiously relating his adven- 
tures among the bulrushes and in Pharaoh's 
household, concluded by his slaying an Egyptian, 
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because nohoily toas looking. So saitii the poet. 
Tlien follows an interview between the Israelite 
and Zipporah, and her companions, wherein he 
puts to her cert^n geographical queatioDS, arid 
Rho (as far as we can make out through fi'aginen- 
tary cracks) ratiier foTiS^we^y proposes their mu-. 
tual marriage ; on which subject he does not ven- 
ture an opinion ; but we find him next confiding 
his dreams in a family fashion to her father, who 
considei-s them satisfectory. Here occui's a broad 
ci-aok down the tragedy — and we are suddenly 
called to the revelation fi-om the bush by an ex- 
traordinarily ordinary dialogue, between Deity 
and Moses. It is a sarprising specimen of the 
kind of composition adverted to some lines ago, 
as the translation of Scripture into prose ; and 
the sublime simpJicity of the scriptural narrative 
being thus done (away) into Greek for a certain 
time, the following reciprocation, — to which our 
old moralites can scarcely do more, or less, than 
furnish a parallel — prays for an English— expo- 
sure. The Divine Being is supposed to address 
Moses:-- 
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But what is this thou holdeat in tliiiie handt— 
Let thy reply he audden. 

Mo36S. 'Tis my cod — 

I chasten with it quadmpedB and men. 

Voice from the Bush. Cast it upon the ground — 
and straight recoil ; 
For it shall he, to move thy wonderment, 
A terrible eerpent. 

Moses. It is cast. But Thotj, 

Be gracious to me. Lord. How terrible I 
How monstrous I Oh, be pitiful to me I 
I shudder to behold it, my limbs shake. 

The reader is already consoled for the destiny 
which mutilated the tragedy, without requiring 
the last words of the analysia. Happily charac- 
teristic of the " meekest of men," is Mosea's naive 
admission of the uses of his rod — to beat men 
and animals witha! — of course " when nobody ia 
looking." 

Clemens Ales andki sub, to whom we own 
whatever gratitude ia due for our fragmentary 
Ezekiel, was originally an Athenian philosopher, 
afterwards a converted Christian, a Presbyter of 
the church at Alexandria, and preceptor of the 
famous Oiigen. Clemens flourished at the close 
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of the second century. As a prose wiiter — and 
we have no prose writings of his, except sucli as 
were pvoduced subsequently to his conversion — 
he is learned and various. His " Pedagogue" is 
a wanderer, to universal intents aud purposes ; 
and his "Tapestry," if the " Stroniata" may be 
called so, is embi-oidered in all cross-stitches of 
philosophy, with not much scruple as to the 
shading of colors. In the midst of all is some- 
thing, ycleped a dithyramblo ode, addressed to 
the Savjour, composite of fantastic epithets in the 
mode of the old litanies, and almost as bald of 
merit as the Jew-Greek drama, though Clemens 
liimeelf (worthier in worthier places) be the poet. 
Hei-c is the opening-, which is less fanciful than 
what follows it : — 

Curb for wild horses, 
Wing for bird-courses 
Never yet flown I 
Helm, safe for weak ones. 
Shepherd, beBpeak once, 
Tlie young lambs thine own. 
Eouse up tlie youth, 
d and feeder. 
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So kt them bless tliso, 
Praise and confess thee, — 
Pure words oa pure mouth, — 
Christ, the child-leaded 
Oh, the saints' Lord, 
AU-dominant word I 
Holding, by Christdom, 
God's highest wisdom ! 
Column in place 
When sorrows seize us,— 
Endless in grace 
Unto man's race. 
Saving one, Jesus ! 
Pastor and ploughman. 
Helm, corh, together, — 
Pinion that now can 
(Heavenly of feather) 
Raise and release us I 
Fisher who catoheth 
Those whom he watcheth . . . 

It goes on ; but we need not do so. " By the 
pricking of our thumbs," we know that the 
I'eader has had enough of it. 

Passing rapidly into the fourth century, we 
would offer our earliest homage to Gregory 
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" That name must ever l)e to na a friend." 
when the two Apolinabh cross our path and 
intercept the " all hail." Apolinarius the gi-am- 
mavian, former]y of Alexandria, held the office 
of preshyter in the church of Laodictea, and his 
son, Apoliiiarius, an accomplished rhetorician, 
that of reader, an ancient ecclesiastical office, in 
the same church. This younger Apolinarius 
was a man of indomitable energies and most 
practical inferences ; and when the edict of Ju- 
lian forbade to the Chi'istiana the study of Gre- 
cian lettei's, he, assisted perhaps by bis fether's 
hope and hand, stood strong iu the gap, not in 
the attitude of supplication, not with the gesture 
of consolation, but in power and sufficiency to 
fill up the void, and baffle the tyrant. Both 
father and son were in the work, by some tes- 
timony ; the younger Apolinarius standing out, 
by all, as the chief worker, and only one in any 
extensive sense. "Does Julian deny us Homer ?" 
said the brave man in his armed soul — " I am 
Homer I" and sti-aigbtway he turned the whole 
Biblical history, down to Saul's 
Homeric hexameters, — dividiii<f t 
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to cleiicli the identity of fli'st and second Horneis, 
into twenty-four books, each superscribed by a 
letter of the alphabet, and the whole acceptable, 
according to the expre^iiou of Sozomtn, avn 
rrjt; 'Oiiijpov TrotJjaeug, in the place of Ilonier's 
poetry, "Does Jdiao deny us Euripides?" 
said Apolinarius again—" I am Euripides 1" and 
up he sprang,— as good a Euripides (who ciiu 
doubt it?) as he ever was a Homer. "Does 
Julian forbid us Mcnander?— Pindar?— Plato? 
— I am Menander ! — I am Pindar !— I am Plato I" 
And comedies, lyrics, philosophies, flowed last 
at the word ; and the gospels and epistles adapted 
themst'lves naturally to the ridea of Socratie 
disputation. A brave man, forsootli, was our 
Apolinarius of Laodictea, and literally a man of 
men — for, observe, says Sozomen, with a vener- 
able innocence, at which the gravest may smile 
gravely — asatadoublet worn awrynt the Council 
of Nice,^that the old authoi-s did each man his 
own work, whereas this Apolinarius did every 
man's work iu addition to his own- — and so ad- 
mirably, — in timatestheecclcsiastii:al critic, ^that 
if it were not for the common pi-ijudiee in fiivor 
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of antiquity, no ancient could be missed in the 
all-comprehensive representativeness of the Lao- 
dicsean writer. So excellent was his ability, to 
" outbrave the stars in several kinds of light," 
besides the Ccesarl Whether Julian, naturally 
mortified to witness this germination of illus- 
trious heads under the very iron of his searing, 
vowed vengeance against the Hydra-spirit, by 
the sacred memory of the animation of his own 
beard, we do not exactly know. To embitter 
the wrong, Apolinarius sent him a treatise upon 
truth— a confutation of the pagan doctrine, apart 
from the scriptural argument, — the Emperor's 
notice of which is both worthy of his Osesarship 
and a good model-notice for all sorts of ciitical 
dignities. Aveyvwn eyviM Kareyvuv, is the Greek 
of it ; so that, tuniing from the letter to catch 
something of the point, we may write it down — 
" I have perused, I have mused, I have abused" : 
which provoked as imperious a retort — " Thou 
mayst have perased, but thou hast not mused ; 
for hadst thou mused, thou wouldst not have 
abused." Brave Laodictean ! 

Apolinarius's laudable double of Grcpk litcr- 
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ature has pei'islictl, llie reader will be concerned 
to hear, from the lace of the earth, being, like 
other h/sus, or inarveis, or monsters', brief of 
days. One only tragedy I'eraains, with which 
the menioiy of Gregory Nazianzen has been 
light tragically afffonted, and which Gi'egory, — 
ei T«f aiodrjaig, as he said of Constantiiie, — 
would p^st off with the scorn and anger befitting 
an ApoHnarian heresj'. For ApoJinarius, besides 
being an epoist, dramatist, iyriat, philosopher, 
and rhetoiioian, was, we are soriy to add, in the 
eteraal bustle of hig soiil, a heretic,- — possibly for 
the advantage of something additional to do. 
He not only intruded into the churches hymns 
which were not authorized, beiTig bis own com- 
position—so that reverend brows grew dark to 
hear women with musical voices sing them softly 
to the turning of their distaff, — but he fell into 
the heresy of denying a human sou! to the pei-- 
fect MAN, and of leaving the Divinity in bai'e 
combination with tiie Adamic dust. No won- 
der that a head so beset with many thoughts 
and individnnlittes should at, last, turn round! — 
that evosrolliiiuMM liliv Ibi,. ..lnvusies ofiiveniy- 
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live ll[]ii pu(jls should at last tiini blind !~that 
a detei'miuatioii to rivai all guniuses slionld hu 
followed by a disposition nioi-e baleful in its 
exercise, to understanfl "all mysteries"! Xotli- 
ing can be [liainer tlian tJie step allcr step, 
whereby, throngli excess of vniu-gjof}' awl mor- 
bid mental activity, Apolhia.riiii*, the vice-poet 
of Greece, snbsided into Aporniiirius the chief 
heretic of Christendom. 

To go back sighingly to the ti'agedy, where we 
shall have to sigh again — the only ti'agedy left 
to us of all tbe tragic works of Apolinarina (but 
we do not sigh for that 1) — let no voice cveimore 
attribute it to Gi-egory Nasiianzen. How could 
Mr, Alford do eo, however hesitatingly, in !iis 
"Chapters," attaching to it, without the hesita- 
tion, a charge upon the \vri"er, wlicther Gi'egory 
or another man, that he whoever he was, iiad 
of his own free will and choice, destroyed the 
old Greek onginals out of which his ti'agedy was 
constructed, and left it a monument of their 
sacrifice as of tbe blood on his barbarian imiid ? 
The charge passes, not only before a breaib, hwx 
before its own breatli. The tragedy is, in lint. 
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a specimen of cenioism, wliich is the adaptation 
of the phi'aseology of one work to the ooostnio 
tion of another; and we have only to giain-e 
at it to perceive the Medtea of Euripides, dis- 
located into the Chrisi'ub Patikns. Inateiid 
of the ancient opening — 

Oh, woald siiip Argo had not sailed away 
To CholciiOB by the rough Sjmplegades! 
Nor ever had been felled in Pelion's grove 
Tlie pine, liewn for lier side I . . . . 

So she, my queen 
Medasn, had not touched tliis fatal shore 
Soul-struck by love of Jason ! 

Apolinai-ins opens it thus — 

Oh, would the serpent had not glode along 

To Eden's garden-land, — nor ever had 

The crafty dragon planted in that grove 

A slimy snare ! So she, rib-born of man, 

The wretched misled mother of our race. 

Had dared not to dare on beyond ivorat daring, 

Soul-struck by love of — apples I 

"Let US alone for keeping our countenance" 
— and at any rate we are bound to ask gravely 
of Mr, Alford, IS the Medcea destroyed? — and 
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if not, did tlie author ol' Uie "ChristusPaticns" 
destroy his originals ? and if not, may we not 
say of Mr. Altbrd's charge against that anther, 
" Oh, would he had not made it !" So tiir from 
Apolinariua being guilty oi' clestroying his origi- 
nals, it was his Teverence for them which strug- 
gled with the edict of the pei-secutoi-, and 
accomplished this dramatic adventure; — and 
this adventure, the only remaining specimen oi 
bis adventurousneas, may help ua to the secret 
of bis woDderful fertility and omnirei>resenta- 
tiveness, which ia probably this — that the great 
majority of his works, tragic, comic, lyric, and 
philosophic, consiated simply of cettt03. Yet 
we pray for justice to Apolinarius : we pray tor 
honor to his motivea and energies. Without 
pausing to inquire whether it had been better 
and wiser to let poetry aud literature depart at 
once befoi'e the tyranny of the edict, than to 
drag thera baok by the hair into attitudes gro 
teaquely ridiculous — better and wiser for the 
Greek Christian schools to let them forego 
altogether the poems of their Euripides, than 
adapt to the ii>eek soi-i-iiws of the tender Virgin- 
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mother, tlie boltl, Ijad, cruel phrensy of Medjeii, 

She howls out ancient oaths, invokes the faith 
Of pledged right hands, and calls for iviUiess, God J 

— wti pray straightforwardly for justice atid 
honor to the motives aod energies of Apolina- 
rius. "Oh, would that" many lived now as 
appreciative of the influences of poetry on oiii- 
Kchoola and coiintiy, as impatient of their con- 
traction, as self-devoted in the great work of 
extending them 1 Thei-e remains of his poetical 
laboi-g, besides the tragedy, a ti'aiislation of 
David's Psalms into "heroic vei-se," which the 
wiiter of these remarks has not seen,— and of 
vvhich those critics, who desire to deal gently 
with Apolinariiis, seem to begin their indul- 
gence by doubting the authenticity. 

It is pleasant to turn shortly roand, and find 
ourselves ihce to lace, not with the author of 
"Chriatus Patiens," but with one antagonistical 
bolb to his poetry and his heresy, Gbegoey 
Naziabzen, a noble and tender man was 
this Gregory, and so tender, because so noble; 
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a mail to losy no cubit of liia statiirti for being 
looked at steadfastly, or strueli at I'eproachfully, 
" You may cast me dowu," he said, " from my 
bishop's throne, bnt you cannot baTiish me from 
before God's." And bishop as he was, his 
saintly crown stood higher than his tiara, and 
his loving maityr-smile, the crown of a nature 
more benign than his fortune, shone up toward 
both. Son of the bishop of Nazianzen, and 
holder of the diocese which was his birthplace, 
previous to his elevation to the level of the 
storm in the bishopric of Constantinople, little 
did he care for bishoprics or high places of any 
kind, — the desire of his soul being for solitude, 
quietude, and that silent religion, which should 
" rather be than seem." But his father's head 
bent whitely before iiira, even in tile chamber 
of his brother's death, — and Basil, his beloved 
friend, the " half of his soul," pressed on him 
with the weight of love ; and Gregory feeling 
their tears upon his cheeks, did not count his 
own, but took up the pi'iestly office. Poor 
Gregory ! not merely as a priest, but as a man, 
he had a sighing life of it. His student days 
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at Atl eu>, wliere lie and Basil read together 
poems and pliilosopliies, and iiolier things, or 
talked low aod misopogonistiiiaUt/ of tlieir 
fellow student Julian'a bearded boding smilo, 
were ilia happiest days. He says of himBell^ 

As many atones 
Were tlirown at me, as other men liad flowers. 

Nor was peisecntion the woi'st evil ; for friend 
after fiiend, beloved after beloved, passed away 
from beibre his faoe, and the voioe which 
channed them living, spoke brokenly beside 
their graves, — his funeral orations marked sev- 
eia!ly the wounds of his heart, — and his genius 
served, as genius often does, to lay an emjihasis 
on his grief. The passage we shall venture to 
ti-anslate, is rather a ery than a song— 

Wliere are my wicgfed words ! Dissolved ia air. 
Where Is my flower of yontli? All wifliored. Where 
My glotj- ? Vanished. Where tlie strength I knew 
From c'omelj- liml» 1 Diaease lioth dianged it too. 
And bent them. Wliere the riches and tlio lands 1 
OoD HATH THEM 1 Yea, and sinners' snatching lianda 
Have grudged the rest. Wliere is my father, mother, 
And where my Messed sister, my sweet brother t 
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Gone to the grave ! — Tliere did remain for me 
Alone my fntherlflnd, till destiny, 
Malignly stirring a lilack tempest, drove 
My foot from that last rest. And now I rove 
EstiaJiged and desolate a foreign shore, 
And drag my ramimful life and age all hoar 
Throneless anddtyless, and cliildlesB save 
Tltis iatlier-care for cliUdren, wMcll I have, 
Living from day to day on ivandering feet. 
Where shall I cast tliis body 1 Wliat will greet 
My sorrows witli an end? What gentle ground 
And liospitable grave will wrap me round ? 
Who last my dying eyelids stoop f o close — 
Some saint, the Saviour's friend? or one of those 
Wlio do not know Mm t The air interpose. 
And scatter these words too ! 

The letiiiii upon the fii-st thought is highly 
patlielic; and there is a restlessnesa of anguish 
about the wiiole passage, wliich consecrates it 
with the cross of nature. His happy Athenian 
associations gave a color, utiivaslied out by teai-s, 
to his mind and works. Half apostolical he was, 
and half soholastical ; and while he mused, on 
his bishop's throne, upon the mystic tree of 
twelve fruits, and the shining of the river of life. 
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iie cai-i-jed, as Milton did, witb a gentle and not 
ungraceful distraction, both hands full of green 
trailing branches from the banks of the Cephis- 
sus, nay, froia the very plaoe-ti-ee wliioh Socrates 
aat undei with Ph'edm'i, when they two talked 
ibout beauty to the iiaing and iiUmg of ita 
leaves As an oiitoi, he was gieatei, all must 
feel it some do not think, than his contempo 
line*, ind the "golden mouth" might confess 
it meekly iLia&inuscompates him to I'lOf.iate'i, 
but tiie unhkeness IS obMous Giegoij was not 
excellent at an artful blovung ot the pipea. He 
spoke gi-andly, as the wind does, in gusts; and, 
lis in a mighty wind, which combines nnequal 
noises, the creaking of trees and rude swinging 
of doore as well as the sublime sovereign rush 
along the valleys, we gather the idea, from his 
eloquence, less of music than of powei-. Not 
that he is cold as the wind is— the metaphor 
goes no further: Gregory cannot be cold, even 
by disfavor of his antithetic points. He is va- 
rious in his oratory, full and rapid in allusion, 
briefly graphic in metaphor, equally suflioient 
for indignation or pathos, and gifted pei'adven- 
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tare «-ii,}i a keeiici- dagger of earcaisni than 
should bang in a saint's girdle. His orations 
against Julian have all these characteristica, but 
tliey 3i'e not poetty, and we must pass down 
lower, and quite over Ins beantifnl letters, to 
Gregory, the poet. 

He wi-ote thirty thousand verses, among which 
are several long poems, severally defective in a 
defect eoramon but not necessary to short occa- 
sional poems, and lamentable anywhere, a want 
of unity and completeness. The excellencies of 
his prose are transcribed, with whatever faint- 
ness, in his poetry — the exaltation, the devotion, 
the sweetness, the pathos, even to the playing 
of satirical power about the graver meanings. 
But although noble thoughts break up the dul- 
ness of the groundwork, — although, with the 
instinct of greater poets, he tares his heart in 
his poetry, and the heart is worth baring, still 
monotony of construction without unity of in- 
tention is the most wearisome of monotonies, 
and, except in the case of a few short poems, 
we find it everywhere in Gregory. The lack of 
variety is extended to the cadences, and the 
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]);inses full Mliffly "■come corpo morto cade.'''' 
Mc'lodioua liaea we have often ; hai raoiiious piis- 
sages scarcely ever — the music turning heavily 
on its own axle, as inadequate to living evolu- 
tion. The poem on hia own life (" De Vittl saii") 
is, in many places, interesting anii affecting, yet 
fiutlty with all these faults. The poem on Cel- 
ibacy, whiih state is coinmended by Giegory 
as beconieth a bishop, has occasionally graphic 
touches, but is dull enough generally to suit the 
fairest spinster's view of that melancholy sub- 
ject. If Hercules could have read it, he must 
have rested in the middle — from which the 
reader is entreated to forbear the inference that 
the poem has not been I'ead through by the 
writer of the present remarks, seeing that that 
"liter marked the grand concluding moment 
with a white stone, and laid up the memory 
of it among the chief triumphs, to say nothing 
of the fortunate deliverances, vitoi suce. In 
Gregory's elegiac poems, our eare, at least, are 
better contented, because the sequence of pen- 
tameter to hexameter necessarily excludes the 
vaiions cadence which they yearn for under other 
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His anacreontics are sometimes 
nobly written, with a ceitdn brave recklessness, 
as if the thoughts despised the measui-e — and 
we select fi'om this class a specimen of his 
poetry, botli because three of his Iiymos have 
already appeared in the " Athenseum," and be- 
cause the anacreontic in question includes to a 
remarkable extent, the various qualities we have 
attributed to Gregory, not omitting that play 
of satirical humor with which he delights to 
ripple the abundant flow of his thoughts. The 
writer, though also a translator, feels less mis- 
(jiving than usual in offering to the reader, in 
such English as is possible, this spirited and 
beautiful poem. 

SOUL AND llODY. 

What wilt thou possess or be? 

my son!, I ask of thee. 
What of great or what of small. 
Counted precious therewithal? 
Be it only rare, and want it, 

1 am ready, soul, to grant it. 
Wilt thou choose to have and hold 
Lydian Oygss' charm of old. 
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So to rule us with a ring, 
Turning round the jewelled thing, 
Hidden bj its fiice concealed. 
And revealed by it's revealed 1 
Or prefeirest Midas' fate — 
He who died in golden state. 
All tilings being changed to gold ! 
Of a golden hunger dying. 
Through a surfeit of " would I "-ing I 
Wilt have jewels briglitly cold, 
Or may fertile acres please t 
Or the sheep of many a fold. 
Camels, osen, for the wold t 
Nay 1 I wUl not give tliee these 1 
These to tate tliou hast not will, 
These to give I have not skill ; 
Since I cast eartli'H ojirca Bhmad, 
That day when 1 turned to God. 

Wouldst a throne, a crown sublim«. 
Bubble blown upon the time? 
So thou mayeat sit to-morrow 
Looking downward in meek sorrow, 
Some one walking by thee scorning. 
Who adored thee jester morning. 
Borne malign one T Wilt be bound 
Fast in maniage (joy unsound !) 
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And he turned round and round 
Ab tlie time turns 1 Wilt tliou ealfil! 
That eiveet sicknees t and to mal^li it 
Have babies by the hearth, bewildering 
And if I tKll tliee the best chlidren 

Wilt thou thunder 
Thy rhetorics, move the people under? 
Covetest to sell the laws 
With no justice in thy cause, 
Attd bear on, or else be borne, 
Before tribunals wotthy scotn? 
Wilt thou shake a javelin rathei 
Breathing war? or ivilt thou gather 
Garlands from the wreetler's ring ? 
Or kill beasts for glorying? 
Covetest the city's shout, 
And to be in brass etruck out 1 
Craveet thou that shade of dreaming, 
Passing air of shifting seeming, 
Rushing of a printless arrow, 
Clapping echo of a hand ? 
What to those who understand 
Are to-day's enjoyments narrow, 
Whicb to-morrow go again, 
Wliicli are shared with evil men. 
And of whic!i no niiin in his dying 
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Taketli auglit for softer lying 1 
Wlial then wouldst thou, if thj mood 
Choose not these? what ndlt thou ho, 
ray soul? a deity? 
A God hofore the face of God, 
Standing glorious in His glories, 
Choral in His nngols' chorus ? 

Go ! npon tliy wing arise, 
PInmud hy qaick energies, 
Mount in circles np the skies : 
And I will hless thy wingM passion. 
Help with words thine exaltntion. 
And, like a Viird of rapid feather, 
Outlanncli thee. Soul, upon the ietlier 

But thou, fiesMy nature, say, 
Tliou with odors from the clay. 
Since thy presence I must have 
As a lady with a slare. 
What wouldst thou possess or be. 
That thy breath may stay ivith th<^e 
Nay I I owe thee nanght b^ide, 
Tliough thine hands be open wide. 
Would a table suit thy wishes. 
Fragrant with sweet oils and dishes 
Wroiiglit to sublle niccneas ? where 
Stringed music RtnikoK the air. 
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And blithe band-clappings, and tlie smootli 

Fine postures of tlie tender youtli 

And virgins ivjieeling through the danco 

Witli an unveiled countenance, — 

Joys for dvintera, who love Bhame, 

And the maddening wine-cup's flame. 

Wilt thou such, Lowe'er decried ? 

Take them, — and a rope beside ! 

Nay ! this boon I give instead 

Unto friend insatiated, — 

May some rocky house receive thee. 

Self-roofed, to conceal thee eliiefty ; 

Or if labor there must lurk. 

Be it by a short day's work I 

And for garment, camel'a hair, 

As the righteous clothsd were, 

Clothe thee ! or the bestial skin, 

Adam's bareness hid within , — 

Or some green thing from the wa)', 

Leaf of herb, ot branch of vine, 

8ivelling, purpling as it may. 

Fearless to be drunk for wine ! 

Spread a table there beneath tliee, 

Wliich a sweetness shall up-breathe tbce, 

And wliich the dearest earth is giving. 

Simple present to all living ! 
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When that we Jiave placed thee near it, 

We will feed thee with glad spirit. 

Wilt thou eat ? soft, take the bread. 

Oaten cake, if that hesEed ; 

Salt will season all aright, 

And thifte own good appetite. 

Which we measure not, nor fettor : 

'Tis an uncooked condiment, 

Famine's self the only better. 

Wilt thou drink? why, here dotli bubble 

Water ftom a cup uns]>ent, 

Followed by no tipsy trouble, 

Pleasure sacred from the grape 1 

Wilt thou have it in some shaiw 

More like lu5:ury ? we are 

No grndgers of wine-vinegar 1 

But if all will not suffice thee, 

And thou covetest to draw 

In that pitcher with a flaw, 

Brlmfal pleasures heaven denies thee I 

Go, and seek out, by tliat sign. 

Other help than this of mine ! 

For me, I have not leisure so 

To warm thee. Sweet, my liousphold foe, 

Until, like a serpent frozen, 

New-maddennd with the heat, thou loosfn 

Thy rescued lang within mine lienrt! 
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Wilt liave measureless deliglits 
Of gold-roofed palaces, and siglits 
Frnm pictured, or from scvUptured m 
With motion, near tlieir life ; and g| 
Of baa-reiief, witli tracery tender, 
And varied and contrasted hues ! 
Wilt thou liave, as nobles use, 
Broidered robes to flow abont tliee J 
Jewelled fingers? Need we donbt tliee? 
Gauds for wliict the wise will flout thee? 
I most, who, of nil beauty, know 
It must be inward, to he so ! 

And tlias I speak to mortals low. 
Living for the hour, and o'er 
Its shadow, seeing nothing more : 
But for those of nohler hearing, 
Who live more worthily of wearing 
A portion of the heavenly nature — 
To low estate of elayey creature, 
See, I bring the beggar's meed, 
Natriment beyond the need ! 
0, beholder of the Lord, 
Prove on me the flaming sword ! 
Be mine husbandman, to nourish 
Holy plants, that words may flourish 
Of which mine enemy would spoil me. 
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Using pleasurehood Ui foil me ! 
Lead me closer to tlie tree 
Oi' all life's eternity ; 
Whidi, as I liave pondered, is 
The knowledge of God'a greatnesses : 
Liglit of One, and shine of Tliree, 
Unto whom all tilings that be 
Flow and tend I 

In such a guise, 
WhoEYcr on the earth is wise 
Wilt speak unto himself; and who 
Such inner converse would eschew, — 
We say perforce of that poor wight, 
" He llTed in vain !" and if aright. 
It is not the worst word we migkt. 

Amphilochius, bishop of Iconium, was be- 
loved and much appreciated by Gi-egory, and 
often mentioned in his writings. Few of the 
works of Amphilochius are extant; and of these 
only one is n poem. It is a didactic epistle to 
Seleneus, " On the Right Direction of his Studies 
and Life," and has been attributed to Gregoiy 
Naziauzen by some writers, upon veiy inade- 
quate evidence, — that adduced {the similar 
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phraseology wliich conveys, in this poem and a 
poem of Gregory's, the catalogue of canonical 
acriptutes), being as easily explained by the 
imitation of one poet, as by the identity of two. 
They differ, moreover, upon ground more im- 
portant than phi'aseology : Amphiloebius appear- 
ing to reject, or at least to receive doubtfully, 
Jude'9 epistle and the Second of Peter. And 
there is a hai'sh foi'ce in the whole poem, which 
does not remind us of our Nazianzen, while it 
becomes, in the courae of dissuading Seleiicus 
from the amusements of the amphitheatre, 
graphic and effective. We hear, thi-ongh the 
descri]ition, the grinding of the tigers' teeth, the 
sympathy of the people with the tigers showing 
still more savage. 

They sit vinknon ing of tliene agonies, 
Spf ctatora at a sliow. When a man flies 
From a heaat'a jaw, they groan, as if at least 
They missed the raviaioiia pleasure, like the heast, 
And sat there vainly. When, in the next spring. 
The victim is attained, and, uttering 
The deep roar or quick shriek hetween the langs, 
Beats on the dnst the passion of his paugs, 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



AJl pity dieth in tliat glaring lool; ; 

Tliey clap to see the blood ran like a brook ; 

They etare ■vvitli Imngry ejea, which tears should fill, 

And cheer the beasts on with their soul's good will ; 

And wish more victims to their maw, and urge 

And lash their fury, as they shared the surge, 

(Inashing their teeth, like bcaats, on flesh of men. 

There is aw appalling reality in this piotui-e. 
The epistle coiisists of 333 lines, which we men- 
tion speciflcally, because the poet takes advan- 
tage of tVie circamslance to illnstrate or enforce 
an important theological doctrine : — 

Three hundred lines, three decada, monads three, 
Comprise my poem. Love the Trinity. 

It would be almost a pain, and quite a regret, 
to pass from this fourth centuiy, without speak- 
ing a wor<I which belongs to it— a word which 
rises to our lips, a word worthy of honor— 
Hgliodoeus. Though a bishop and an imagi- 
native wiiter, his " ..Ethiopiea" has no claim on 
our attention, either by right of Christianity pa- 
poetry ; and yet we may be pardoned on our 
part tor love's sake, and on account of the false 
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position into which, by negligence of readers or 
insufficiency of translators, his beaotifu! rom.aiice 
lias fallen, if we praise it heartily and. faithfully 
even here. Oiir tears praised it long ago, our 
recollettion does so now, and its own pitlielic 
eloquence tnd pictuieeqae deeenptu ene>>s are 
iipe tor any piaite It baa, besides a vivid 
Arabian !Night chaim ilmost as churning as 
Schehei~izade heiselt, huggestive of an Aiabian 
Night stciy dnwii out ' in rain^ i wiuding 
bout," and nut nieielv on the gioiind of ex- 
tern poi an eoiib Ioviqe; and methodicil (must we 
say it') lyinq In good sooth — no, not m good 
sooth, but in e\il leasing — even heio md hero- 
ine of them all, from Abou Hassan to "the 
divine Chariclsea," does lie most vehemently 
and abundantly by gift of nature and clioico of 
author, whether bishop or sultana. " It is," as 
Pepys obseiTes philosophically of the compara- 
tive destruction of gin-«hopa and churcJies in 
the Great Five of London, " pretty to obsei-ve" 
how they all lie. And although the deai'est of 
story-tellers, our own Chaucer, has told us that 
"some leasing is, of which there cometh none 
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advauntage to no wigiit," ev*!ii that species is 
used by them iiiitguanimously m its tiii-n, for 
the bare glory's sake, and without cariog for 
the " advfiuntage." With equal liberality, but 
more truth, we wiite down the bishop of Tiioca's 
romance charming, and wish the charm of it 
(however we may be out of place in naming 
him among poets), upon any poet who has not 
yet felt it, and wliose eyes, giving honor, may 
wander over these Remarks. The poor bishop 
thought as well of hia book as we do, porliaps 
better; for when commanded, under ecclesias- 
tical censure, to burn it or give up his bishopric, 
he gave up the bishopnc. And wlio blamea 
Heliodorus? He thought well of his romance; 
he was angry with those who did not; he was 
weak with the love of it. Let whosoever blames, 
speak low. Roman ce-icriters are not educated 
foi- martyi's, and the exacted martyrdom was 
very very hard. Think of that English bishop 
who burnt his hand by an act of volition— only 
his hand, and which was sui'e to be burnt after- 
wards; and how be was praised for it! Helio- 
florus had to do with a dearer thing— hand- 
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writing, not lianda. Authors will paixloii liira, 
if bishops do not. 

NoNNL's of Piinopoli(i!, the poet of the " IMo- 
nysiaoa," a work of aonie twenly-two thousand 
verses, on borne twenty-two thousand subjects 
shaken together, flourished, as people say of 
many a diy-rooted soul, at the commencement 
of the fifth eentury. He was converted from 
paganism, but we are son-y to make the melan- 
choly addition, that he never was converted 
from the " Dionysiaca." The only Christian 
lK)em we owe to him— .1 paraphrase, in hex- 
anieteis, ot the apostle John's gospel — does all 
thit T ball verbosity and an obscure tautology 
can do 01 undo, to quench the divinity of that 
divme nariitive. The two well-known woi'ds, 
beiimg on their brief vibration the whole pas- 
Monof a world saved though pain from pain, are 
thus traduced: — 

Tliey answered him, 
" Come and behold." Then Jetmi himtelf groaned 
Dropping etrmige tears from eye» •unitmd to weep. 
"Unused to weep!" Was it so of the man 
of sorrows? obtuse poet! We had trans- 
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laled tlie opening passage of tlie Parapbrast^ 
and laid it by for transci'iption, but are repelled, 
Enongli is said. Nonnus was never converted 
from the Dionysiaua. 

Synesius, of Cyrcne, learat Plato's philos- 
ophy so well of Hypatia of Alexandria at the 
commencement of tbe fifth century, or rather 
before, that, to the obvious honor of that fair 
and leai'ned teaulier, he never, as bishop of 
PtoJemais, could attain to unlearning it. He 
did not wish to be bishop of Ptoleraais; he had 
divers objections to the throne and the domi- 
nation. He loved his dogs, he loved his wife ; 
he loved Hypatia and Plato as well as he loved 
ti-uth; and he loved beyond all things, under 
the womanly instruction of the former, to have 
hia own way. He was a poet, too ; the chief 
poet, we do not hesitate to record our opinion, — 
the chief, for true and natural gifts, of all our 
Greek Christian poets; and it was his choice to 
pi'ny iyrically between the dew and the cloud 
rather than preach dogmatically between the 
doxies. If Gregory shrank from the episcopal 
office thiough a meek self-distrust and a yearn- 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



in^ l3i sohtiilt bjiKsiis itpulscd the imita 
ticn to It U tough an mipatiente of f-ontiol 
o\et beait and life, ind foi the earnest loy a 
sake ot thinking out Ins o« n thought m the 
hiintin£;giounis, with no deacon oi disciple 
astutei than his do? to uitch the thought m 
hia fict, and tiace it backwaid oi foi^aid is 
the case might be, into something moie oi less 
than ttliat was oithodox Theiefoie he, a man 
of m'inj and wandenn^ thouEfht* lefused the 
biahopiK — not WLepui^lj indeed, is Giegoiy 
did, nov feigning madness with another of the 
'■ iiolentes episcopai'i " of that earnest period, — 
but with a sturdy enuntiation of resolve, more 
likely to be effectual, of keeping his wife by his 
side as long as he hved, and of doubting as long 
as he pleased to doubt upon the resurrection of 
the body. But Synesins was a man of genius, 
and of all such true energies as are taken for 
granted in the name ; and the very suUeonesa 
of his " nay" being expressive to grave judijes 
of the faithfulness of his "yea and amen," he 
was considered too noble a man not to be made 
a bishop of in his own despite, and ou hia own 
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Lti'uis. Tlio fiict proves the latitude of disci- 
pline, and even of doctrine, permitted to the 
churches of tliat age; and it does not appeal- 
that the church at Ptolemais suifered any wrong 
as its result, seeing that Synesius, recovei'ing 
fiom the shock roilitant of his ordination, in the 
course of which his ecclesiastical friends had 
" laid hands upon him" in the roughest sense 
of the word, performed his new duties willingly ; 
was no spoiting bishop otherwise than as a 
"fisher of men"— sent his bow to the dogs, and 
his dogs to Jciicho, that ueavest Coventry to 
Ptolemais, silencing his "stanch hound's au- 
thentic voice" as soon as ever any importance 
became attached to the authenticity of his own. 
And it; according to the bond, he retained his 
wife and his Platonisma, we may honor him by 
the inference, that he did so for conscienco' 
sake still more than love's, since the love wns 
inopei'ative in other mattei's. For spii'itual 
fervor and exaltation, he has honor among men 
and angels ; and however intent upon spiritual- 
izing away tlie most gloi'ified material body 
from "the heaven of his invention," he held fast 
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and earnestly, aa any body's clenched band 
couid a bora of the altar, the Homoousion 
doctrine of the Cbi'istian heaven, and other 
chief doctrnies emphasizing the divine sacrifiw. 
lint this poet haa a higher place among poets 
than this bishop among bishops; the highest, 
we must repieat our conviction, of all yet named 
or to be named by ns aa "Greek Christian 
poeta." Little, indeed, of his poetry has reached 
us, but this little is great in a nobler sense than 
of quantity ; and when of his odea. Anacreontic, 
for the most part, we cannot say praiseiiiijy that 
" they smell of Anacreon," it is because their 
I'ragrance is holier and more abiding ; it is be- 
cause the human soul burning iu the censer, 
effaces from our spiritual pei'ceptions the attar 
of a thousand rose-trees whose roots are in 
Teos. These oilea have, in fact, a wonderful 
rapture and ecstasy. And if we find in them 
the phraseology of Plato or Plotinus, for he 
leant lovingly to the latter Platonists, — nay, if 
we find in them obliqne refui'encea to tlie out- 
worn mythology of paganism, even so liave we 
beheld the mixed multitude of unconnected 
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motes wheeling, rising in a great sunshine, as 
the sunshine were a motive energy, — and even 
so the burning, adoring poet-spirit sweeps up- 
ward the motes of world-fancies (as if, being in 
the world, their tendency was Godwai-d) upward 
in a strong stream of sunny light, while she 
rushes ioto the presence of "Tlie Alone." We 
say the spirit significantly in speaking of this 
poet's aspiration. His is an ecstasy of abstract 
intellect, of pui'e spirit, cold though impetuous ; 
the heart does not beat in it, nor is the human 
voice heai'd ; the poet is true to the heresy of 
the ecclesiastic, and there is no resun-ectlon of 
the body. We shall attempt a translation of 
the ninth ode, closer if less graceful and polished 
than Mr. Boyd's, helping our hand to courage 
by the pei'suiision that the genius of its poetiy 
must look through the thickest blanket of our 
dark. 

Well-beloved and glory-laden, 
Born of Solyina's pure maiden ! 
I would liymn Tbee, blessed Warden, 
Driving from Thy Fatier'fi garden 
Blinking sei'pent's crafty lust, 
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Witli Lis bruised head in t]ie dust! 

Down Tliou earnest, low as curtli, 

Bound to those of mortal birth ; 

Down Thou earnest, low as Ijell, 

Where shepherd-Death did tend and keep 

A thousand nations like to sheep, 

While weak with age old Hades fell 

Shivering through liis dark to view Thee, 

And the Dog did backward jell 

Witli jaws all gory to let through Thee ! 

So, redeeming from their pain 

Clioirs of disembodied ones, 

Thou didst lead whom Thou didst gather, 

Upward in ascent again, 

With a great hymn to the Father 

Upward to the pare white thrones I 

King, the demon tribes of mr 

Shuddered back to feel Thee there I 

And the holy stars stood breathless. 

Trembling in their choma deathless ; 

A low laughter filled £ether — 

Harmony's most subtle sire 

From the seven strings of liis lyre. 

Stroked a measured music liithei — 

lo psean I victory ! 

Smiled the star of morning — he 

Who smileth to foresliow the day ; 
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Smil6d Heaperas the. golden, 
Who smiletii soft for VenuB gay ! 
Willie that liOTn^d glory liolden 
Brimfal from the fount of fire, 
The white moon, was leading higher 
In a gentle pastoral wise 
All the nightly deititjB I 
Yea, and Titan threw abroad 
The far shining of his hair 
'Neath Thy footsteps holy-fair, 
Owning Tliee the Son of God ; 
The Mind arlificer of all, 
And his own fire's original ! 

And Thotj upon Thy wing of will 

Mounting, — Thy Qod-foot up till 

The neck of the hlue firmament, — 

Soaring, didst alight content 

Where the spirit-spheres were singing, 

And the fount of good was springing. 

In the silent heaven ! 

Where Time is not with his tide 

Ever running, never weary. 

Drawing eartJi-bom things aside 

Against the rocks ; nor yet are given 

The plagues death-bold that ride the dreary 

Tost matter-depths. Eternity 
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Assumes tlie places which tJvej yield I 
Not aged, howsoe'er she held 
Hoc crown &om everlastingly — 
At once of youth, at once of ehJ, 
"While in that mansion which is hers. 
To God and goda she ministers ! 

How the poet rises in his "singing clothes" 
embroidered all over with the mytlios and thu 
philosophy ! Yet his eye is to the Throne ; and 
we must not call him half a heathen by reason 
of a Platonic idiosyncrasy, seeing that the eso- 
teric of the m.ost suspicious turnings of his 
phraseology, is " Glory to the true God." For 
another ode, Paris should be hei-e to choose it — 
we are puzzled among the beautiful. Here is 
one with a thought in it from Gregoiy's prose, 
which belongs to Synesius by right of con- 
quest : — 

my deathless, my tilpsaed, 
Maid-horn, glorioi\8 son ciintesaed, 

my Christ of Solyma I 

1 who earliest leDmt to play 

This m.eaaure for Thee, fain would bring 
Its new sweet tune to citern-sti'ing — 
Bo propitious, O my King I 
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Take tliis music which is mini; 
Anthemed from the songs divine ! 

We will sing thee deathless One, 

God himself and God's great Son — 

Of sire of en 

Son of manifold ci 

Nature rantually endued. 

Wisdom in infinitude I 

God, before tlie angels buniing — 

Corpse, among tJie mortaJa mourninff I 

Wliat time Thou wast poured mild 

From an earthy ^Tise defiled, 

Ma^ with fair arts besprent. 

At Thy new stair's orient. 

Trembled inly, wondered wild, 

Questioned with their thoughts ahroad — 

" Wliat then is the new-horn child? 

WnotheliiddenGodt 

God, or corpse, or king 1 

Bring your gifts, oh, hither bring 

Myrrh for rite — for tribute, gold — 

Frankincense for sacrifice I 

God 1 Thine incense take and hold ! 

King ! I bring thee gold of price I 

Myrrh with tomb will hannonii^e!" 

F'or Tkoii, i^utomlH'd, lia^t ]iurilied 
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Enrthly ground aiid. rolling tide 
And tliQ path of demon nations. 
And the free air's ilaotuations, 
And the depth below the deep ! 
Thou God, helper of the dead, 
Low as Hadea didst Thou tread ! 
Tliou King, gracious aspect koep, 
Take tliia music which is mine, 
Anthpnied from the songs divine. 

EuDociA. — in tlie twenty-first yeav of the fifth 
century- — wife of TlifioilosiHsi, and empiess of the 
world, thought good to extend her sceptre — 

(Hac claritate gemina 

gloriosa fcemina !) 
over Homer's poems, and ceiito-ize them into 
an epic on the Saviour's life. Slie was tlie third 
fair woman accused of sacrificing the world for 
an apple, having moved her husband to ivratli, 
by giving away his imperial gift of a large one 
to her own philosophic friend Paiilinus ; and 
being unhappily more learned than her two 
predecesaoi-3 in the sin, in tlie course of her 
exile to Jerusalem, she took ghostly comfort, 
by separating Iloraor's adwXov from his tppeveg. 
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Thero she sut among tlie ruins of the holy cky, 
iiddi-essing herseli' most nnliolily, with whatever 
good intentioua and delicate fingers, to pulling 
Homer's gold to pieces bit by bit, even as the 
ladies of France devoted what remaned to them 
of vii'taons energy " pour parfller" under the 
befiignant ga^e of Louis Qiiinze. She, too, who 
had no right of the purple to literary ineptitude 
—she, born no empress of Rome, but daughter 
of LeoLitiua the Athenian, what had she to do 
with Homer, " parfilant"? Was ifc not enough 
fbf Homer that he was turned once, like her 
own cast iinperial mantle, by Apolinarius into a 
Jewish epic, but that he must be unpiclted again 
by Eudocia foi' a Christian epic ? The reader, 
who has heard enough of centos, will not care 
to hear how she did it. That she did it, was 
too much; and the deed recoiled. For mark 
the poetical justice of her destiny ; let all read- 
era maik it, and all writers, especially female 
writeis, who may be half as leanied, and not 
half as fiiii', — that although she wrote many 
poems, one " On the Persian War," whose title 
and merit are recoided, not one, escept this 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



cento, has sumved. Tlie obliteratlve sponge 
we hear of in ^^^chyliis, liaa washed out every 
verse except this csDto'n " damned spot." This 
remaiua. This is called Emloeial this stands for 
the daughter of Leontius, and this only in the 
M-orld! O fair mist^hief I she is punished by her 

And yet, are we born critics any moi-e than 
she was born an empress, that we should not 
have a heart? and is our heart stone, tiiat It 
should not was soft within us while the vision 
is stirred " between our eyelids and our eyes," 
f tl b tt I Ath b p 1 bj 

Cht tH,d byhmt t 

Ed a, th mpe 1 — tf i 1 
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lent, befoi-o such n visioi). And what, if, relent- 
iDgly, we declare her innocent of the Homeric 
cento ? — what if we find her " a whipping boy" 
to take the blame ? — what if we write down a 
certain Proba " impi-oba," and bid her bear it ? 
For Eudocia having been once a mark to slan- 
der, may have been so again ; and Falconia 
Proba, having committed centoisra upon Vii-gil, 
must have been capable of any thing. The 
Homeric cento has been actually attJibuted to 
her by certain critics, with whom we wonld join 
in all earnestness our most sour voices, gladly, 
for Eadoda's sake, who is closely dear to us, and 
not malignly for Proba's, who was " improba" 
without our help. So shall we impute evil to 
only one woman, and she not an Athenian ; 
while our worst wish, even to her, assumes this 
innoxious shape, that she had used a distaff 
rather than a stylus, though herself and the yet 
more " Sleeping Beauty" had owned one horo- 
scope between them ! Amen to our wish ! A 
busy distaff and a sound sleep to Proba I 

And now, that golden-haired, golden-crowned 
daughter of Leontius, for whom neitlier the 
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much learning nor the muoli sorrow drovf! Hes- 
perus from her sovran eyes — let her pass on 
unblenched. Be Jt said of her, softly as slie 
goes, by all gentle readers — "She is innocent, 
■whether for centos ov for apples ! She wrote 
only such Chnstian Greek poems as Christiana 
and poets might rejoice to read, but which per- 
ished with her beauty, as being of one seed 
wilb it." 

Midway in the sixth century we encounter 
Paul Silentiaeius, called so in virtue of the 
office held by him in the couil of Justinian, and 
chiefly esteemed for his descriptive poem on the 
Byzantine church of St. Sophia, which, after the 
Arian conflagration, was rebuilt gorgeously by 
the emperor. This church was not dedicated to 
a female saint, according to the supposition of 
many persons, but to the second person of the 
Trinity, the dyia tjotpia — holy wisdom ; while 
the poem being recited in the imperial presence, 
and the poet's gaze often forgetting to me 
higher than the imperial smile, Paul Silentia- 
rius dwelt less on the divine dedication and the 
Bjnritual uses of the place, than on the glory of 
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the dedicator and the beauty of tho Rtnicture. 
We hesitate, moreovei', to grant to liis poem 
the praise which has been freely gi-aiited to it 
by move capable critics, of its power to realize 
this beauty of straetiire to the eyes of the read- 
er. It is highly elaborate and artistic ; but the 
elaboration and art appear to us architectural 
far more than picturesque. There is no se- 
quency, no congi'tiity, no keeping, no light and 
shade. The description has j-eference to the 
woi'king as well as to the work, to the mate^ 
rials as well as to the working. The eyes of 
the reader are suffered to approach the whole 
only in analysis, or rather in analysis analyzed. 
Every part, part by part, is recounted to him 
excellently well — is brought close till he may 
touch it with his eyelashes; but when he seeks 
for the general effect, it is in pieces — there is 
none of it. Byron shows him more in the 
passing wolds — 

I liavo beheld Sophia's bright roofs swell 

Their glitteriug mass i' tlie svm — 
than Silentarius in all his poem. Tet the poem 
has abundant meiit in diction and harmony; 
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and, besiiJiss higher noblenesses, the pauses are 
modulated with an ai-tfulnees not commonly at- 
tained by these later Greeks, and the ear exults 
in an unaccustomed rhythmetic pomp \v\mh tlie 
inward critical sense is inclined to rauvmtir at, 
aa an expletive verbosity. 

Wlioever looketb witli a mortal eye 
To heaven's cmblaEoned forms, not steadfastly 
"With unreverffid neot can bear to measure 
That meadow-round of stax-appaielled pleasare, 
Bnt drops liia eyelids to the verdant liili. 
Yearning to see the river ran at will, 
With flowers on each side, — and the ripening corn. 
And grove thick set with trees, and floeks at morn 
Leaping against tJie dews, — and olives twined, 
And green vine-branclies trailingly inclined, — 
And tlie blue calmness skimmed by dripping oar 
Along the Golden Horn. 

Bnt if ]ie bring 
His foot across tlils threshold, never more 
Would he withdraw it; fain, with wandering 
Moist eyes, and ever-turning head, to stay. 
Since all satiety is driven away 
Beyond the noble structure. Sucli a fane 
Of blameless beanty hath our Cjesar raised 
By God's perfective grace, and not in vain ! 
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einperor, these labors va liave praiaed, 

Draw down ike glorious Christ's perpetual smile : 

For thou, the liigh-peaked Oasa didst not pile 

Upon Olympus' head, nor Pelion throw 

Upon the neck of Ossa, opening so 

The iether to the steps of mortals I no I 

Having achieved a work more high than hope. 

Thou dost not need these mountains as a slope 

Whereby to scale the heaven ! Wings take thee thither 

From purest piety to highest sether. 

Tlie following passage, fi'om tLe same " De- 
scription," is liard to turn into English, tlii'ongh 
the accumulative riches of the epithets. Greek 
words atone for their vain-glorioas redundancy 
by their beauty, but we cannot think so of these 
our own pebbles ; — 
Who will unclose me Homer's sounding lii«, 
And sing the marble mead that over-sweeps 
Tlie mighty walls and pnvementa spread around, 
Of this tall temple, which the sun haa crowned ? 
Tlie hammer with Its iron tooth was loosed 
Into Carystua' summit green, and bruised 
The Phrygian shoulder of the dtedat stone ;— 
This marble, colored after roses fused 
In a white air, and that, with flowers thereon 
Both purple and silver, shining tenderly ! 
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And tliat ivhicli in tlio liroad. fair Nile sank low 

The barges to tlieiv edge, tiie porplijry's glow 

Sown thbk witli little stars I and thou niaj-st see 

The green stone of Laconia glitter free I 

And all the Carian hill's deep bosom brings, 

Streaked bow-wise, with a hvid white and red, — 

And all the Ljdian chaem keeps covered, 

A huelesB blossom with a ruddier one 

Soft mingled I all besides, the Libyan sun 

Warms with his golden splendor, till he moke 

A golden yellow glory for Ms sake. 

Along the roots of the Maumsian lieight I 

And all the Celtic mountains give to sight 

From crystal clefts ; black marbles dappled Mr 

With, milky disiJlhitions here and there ! 

And all the onyx yields in metal-shine 

Of precions greenness ! — all that land of thine, 

^tolift, hath on even plains engendered 

But not on moiinfain-tops, — a marble rendered 

Here nigh to green, of tints which emeralds nse. 

Here with a sombre purple in the hues I 

Some marbles are like new dropt snow, and some 

Alight with blackness I — Beaaty's rays have come 

So congregate, beneath this holy dome ! 

And thus the poet takes us away from the 
oliui'ci! and iJiishes our senses and admirations 
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down these marble qQarriea! Yet it is riglit 
for iia to admit the miraele of a poem made out 
of stones! and when he spoke of iineloang 
Homer's lips on such a subject, he was (jrobabiy 
thinting of Homer's ships, and meant to inti- 
mate that one catalogue was as good for him as 
another. 

John Geomeira arose in no propitious orient 
probably with the seventh century, although the 
time of his "elevation" appears to be uncertaiii 
within a hundred yeare. 

He riseth slowly, as his snlleii car 

Had all tlie weights of sleep and deaf.li hung ou it. 

Plato, refusing his divine fellowsiiip to any 
one who was not a geometrician or who was a 
poet, might have kissed our Johannes, who was 
not divine, upon both cheeks, in virtue of his 
other name and in vice of his vei-ses. He was 
the author of certain hymns to the Virgin 
Mary, as accumulative of epithets and admira- 
tions as ten of her litanies, inclusive of a pious 
compliment, which, however geometrically exnct 
in its proportions, sounds strangely. 
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liealth to tliee 1 new living car of tte sky 




Afire on tlie wheels of fonr Tirtuea at once I 




health tfl thee 1 Seat, tlian the cherubs mor 


ehigh, 


More pare than the Beraphs, more broad 


than t, 


ilwonee! 





Toward the close of the last hymn, the ex- 
hausted poet empties hack something of the 
ascription into his own lap, by a i-emai'kabie 
" mihi quoque." 

O health to me, royal one ! if there helong 
Any grsce to my singing, that grace is from tliee. 

health to nie, royal one 1 if in my song 
Thon hast pleasnre, oh, thine Is the grace of the glee 1 

We may mark the time of GEonaE Pisida, 
about thirty years deep in the seventh century. 
He lias been confounded with the rhetoncal 
archbishop of Nicomedia, but held the office of 
scsBvophylax, only lower than the highest, in the 
metropolitan church of St. Sophia, and was a 
poet, singing half in the church and half in the 
court, and considerably nearer to the feet of the 
Emperor Heraolius than can please us in any 
measure. Hoping' all things, however, in our 
poetical chaiity, we are willing to hope even 
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tliis,^tliat thu man whom Heracliiis carried 
about with liim as a singiog.man when he went 
to fight the Puraians, and who sang and recited 
accordingly, and provided notes of admiration 
for all the imperial notes of interrogation, and 
gave his admiring poems the appropriate and 
suggestive name of aeroases — auscultations, 
tilings intended to be heard,^-might neverthe- 
less love Heracliua the fighting-man, not slave- 
wise or flatter-wise, but man-wise or dog-wise, 
ia good truth, and up to the brim of his praise ; 
and so hoping, we do not dash the pi'aiae down 
as a libation to the infenial taslc-masters. Still 
it is an impotent concluwon to a free-bearted 
poet's musing on the "Six Days' Work," to 
wish God's creation under the sceptre of his 
particular friend ! It looks as if the particular 
fi'iend had an ear like Dionysius, and the poet — 
ah, the poet!— a mark as of a chain upon his 
brow in the shadow of his court laurel. 

We shall not revive the question agitated 
among his contemporaries, whether Euripides or 
George Pisida wrote the best iambics ; but tliat 
our George knew the se<!iet of beauty, and that 
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hiuiiiy iiuIiIb tlioughts, lie could utter tliem 
noblv, is dear, des|,iite of Heracliiia. Tliat he 
is, besides, unequal; often coldly perplexed 
when lie means to be ingenious, only violent 
n-hen lie seeks to l>e insph-fd ; that he premed- 
itates ecstasies, and is inclined to the attitudes oi 
tlie orators; in brietj that he "not only" (and 
not aeldoni) 'sleeps but enotes' iie facts as 
true of him as the piiise is Hia HLxatmeion 
to wliich wc lefeiicd as his (,hiet uoik, is ittliei 
a TiR'ditatioii oi ihjthmetical speei,h upon the 
finished tieation, tlian d, letioipeaion of the six 
days; and also theie is more ot Plato m it than 
of Most'S It his many fine tlimgs, and «hoIe 
p;iaKages ot no oidiniiy cloqueuiP though liRi 
cult to sepii ite "ind select 
Wliatever eyes seek God to view His Light, 
M far as tliey beiiold Him close in night 1 
Wlioever Bearelietli ivith inaatiiite bulls 
Til' ftbysmal glare, or gazetli on Heaven's waUa 
Against tlio fire-disk of tlie sun, the same 
According to tlia vision lie may claim, 
IsdazEJed Hum. liis sense. Wliat soul of fiainc 
Ih called sufficient to view onward tliiis 
The way wlierisby the sun's light cnme to ub ? 
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O distant Presence in fixed motion ! Known 

To all men, and inscrutttljle to one ; 

Perceived — nncomprehended I unexplained 

To all the spirits, yet Ijy each attained, 

Becanse its God-sight is Tliy work 1 Presence, 

"WTiatever lioly greatness of Tliine essenco 

Lie yirtue-hidden, Thou liast given our ejeii 

Tlie vision of Thy plastic energies— ■ 

Not shown in angols only (those create 

All fiery-hearted, in a mystic state 

Of hodlless Imdy) hut, if order be 

Of natures more snhhrae tlian they or we. 

In highest Heaven, or mediate cether, or 

This world now seen, or one that came before. 

Or one to come,— quick in Thy purpose, — fliei-e ! 

Working in fire and water, earth and air — 

In every tuneful star, and tree, and bird— 

In all the swimming, creeping life unhearil, 

In all green herbs, and chief of aU, in man. 

There are other poemsof inferior length, "On 
the Pei'sian War," in three books, or, alas, 
"auscultations,"—" The Heradiail," again on 
the Persian war, and in two (of course) aus- 
cultations again,- — " Ag;iinst Sever us," "On the 
Vanity of Life," " The War of the Huns," and 
others. Fioni the " Vanity of Life," which has 
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much beautj and force, we shall take a last 



Some yearn to rule tHe state, to sit above, 

And touch tlie cares of hatB as near as love; 

Some their own reason for tribunal taie, 

And for id] thrones the humblest prayers tliey make ; 

Some love tlie orator's Ttdn-giorious art, — 

The ivfee love silence and the hush of heart, — 

Some to ambition's spirit-cnrse are fain, 

That golden apple with a Woody stain ; 

While some do battle in her face (more rife 

Of noble ends) and conquer strife with strife : 

And wliile your groaning tables gladden these. 

Satiety's quick chariot to disease, 

Hunger the wise mim helps, to water, bread. 

And light wings to the dreams about JiLs head. 

The truth becomes presently obvious, that — 

The sage o'er all the world his sceptre waves, 

And eartk is common gronnd to tlirones and graves. 

John Damascknus, to whom we should not 
f^ive by any private impulse of adtniraiion the 
title of Chrysorrhoas, accorded to him by his 
times, lived at Damascus, his native city, early 
in the eighth century, hoMiug an uiialiealhed 
fin 01. 1 of controversy until the point drew rlown 
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the lightning. He leticed before the affront 
ratlier than the injury ; and in company with 
liis beloved Mend and fellow-poet, Cosmas of 
Jerusalem (whose poetical remains the writer of 
these remarks has vainly sought the sight of, 
and therefore can only, as by hearaay, ascribe 
some value to them), hid the remnant of his 
life in the monastery of Saba, where Phocas of 
the twelfth centuiy looked upon the tomb of 
either poet. John Damascenus wrote sevei'al 
acrostics on the chief festivals of the churches, 
which ai'e not much better, although very much 
longer, than acrostics need be. When he writes 
out of his heail, without looking to the firet 
letters of his verses, — as, indeed, in his Anacre- 
ontic his eyes are too dim for iota-hunting, — 
he is another man, and almost a strong man ; 
for the heart being sufficient to speak, we want 
no Delphic oracle — " Pan is not dead." In our 
selection from the Anacreontic hymn, the teo.rs 
seem to trickle audibly ; we welcome them as a 
Castalia, or, rather, " as Siloa's brook," flow- 
ing by an oracle more divine than any Gieeian 
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From, my lips in their deBlement, 
From my lieart in its beguilement. 
Prom my tongue whlcli speaks not fair, 
Prom my soul stained everywhere, 
O my Jesus, ta&e my prayer I 

Spurn me not for all it says, 
Not for woriis and not for ways. 
Not for shameleesness endued 1 
Make me brave to speak my mood, 

my Jesus, as I woald I 

Or teach me, which I rather seek. 
What to do and wliat to speak. 

1 have sinnfed more than slip, 

Who learning where to meet with Thee, 
And bringing myrrh, the highest-priced, 
Anointed bravely, from her knee, 
Tliy blessed feet accordingly, 
My God, my Lord, my Christ 1 
As Thou saidest not " Depart," 
To that suppliant from her heart. 
Scorn me not, O Word, that art 
The gentlest one of all words said I 
But give Thy feet to me instead. 
That tenderly I may them kiss 
And clasp them close, and never miss 
With over-dropping tears as free 
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And precious as that inyrrli could \>o, 
T' anoint tliem. bravely from my kneo ! 
Wasli me with my tears : draw nigh, me. 
That their salt may purify me. 
TnoTi remit my sins who knowest 
All the sinning to the lowest — 
Knowest all my wonnds, and eeest 
AH the stripes Thyself decrees* ; 
Tea, bat knowest all my Mth, 
Seest all my force to death, 
Heareat all my wailings low. 
That mine evil should be so 1 
Nothing hidden but appears 
In Thy knowledge, Divine, 
Creator, Saviour mine — 
Not a drop of falling tears, 
Not a breath of inward moan, 
Not a heart-beat — which is gone ! 

After tliis deep pathos of Chi'istiatiiiy, we dare 
not S!iy a word ; we dare not even praise it aa 
poetiy: our heart is stirred, and not "idly." 
The only sound which can fitly succeed the cry 
of the contrite soul, is that of Divine condona- 
tion or of angelic rejoicing. Let us who are 
sorrow fvd stili, be silent too. 

Although doubts, as broad as foui- hundred 
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yeai's, separate the earliest and latest period 
talked of as the age of Simeon Metapheastes 
by tliose " viri illusti'lssimi" the classical critics, 
we may set him down, without much peril to 
himself or us, at the close of the tenth century, 
or very early in the eleventh. He is chiefly 
known for his " Lives of the Saints," which have 
been lifted up as a mark both for honor and dis- 
honor; which Pselius hints at as a favorite lit- 
eratra-e of the angels, which Leo Allatias exalts 
as chaliog the temper of the heretics, and re- 
specting which we, in an exemplar serenity, shall 
straightway accede to one half of the opinion 
of Bellai-mine — that the work speaketh not as 
things actually happened, but as they might 
have happened — " non ut res gestm fuerant, sed 
i(t geri potuerant,'''' Our half of this weighty 
opinion is the first clause — we demur upon "■ ut 
geri potuerant,'''' — and we need not go further 
than the former to win a light of commentary 
for the term "metaphrases," applied to the 
saintly biographies in otherwise a doubtful sense, 
and worn obliquely upon the sleeve of the biog- 
rapher Metaphrastes, in no doubtful token of hia 
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skill in raotamorpliosing things as they wei'e 
into things aa they might have been. And 
Simeon having received from Constantinople the 
lionor of his birth within lier walls, and retuniing 
to her the better honor of the distinctions and 
usefulness r>i his life, — ao writeth Psellus, bia 
enujmiast, with a graceful turn of thought, — 
expired in an " odor of sanctity" befitting the 
biogiapher of all the saints, — breathing out from 
his bieathleis remains siioh an incense of celes- 
tial sweetness, that if it had not been for the 
maladi oitness of certain unfragrant persons 
whose desecration of the next tomb acted In- 
stantly as a stopper, the whole earth might at 
this day be metaphrased to our nostrils, aa 
steeped in an attar-gul of Eden or Ede ! — we 
might be dwelling in a phcenis-nest at this day. 
Through the mal adroitness, however, in ques- 
tion, there is lost to us oveiy sweeter influence 
from the life and death of Simeon Metaphi-astes 
than may result fi^om the lives and deaths of bis 
smnts, and from other woi'ka of his, whether 
commentaries, orations, or poems ; and we can- 
not add that the aroma from his wi'itings b^ars 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



any propoition in value to tho fi'agi'aiicu fi'om 
his sepulchre. Little of his poetry has reached 
us, and we are satisfied with the limit. Tiiere 
were three Simeons, who did precede our Sim- 
eon, aa the world knoweth, and whoae titles 
were Stjlitje or Columnai'ii, because it pleased 
them in their saintly volition to take the highest 
pla«e and live out their natnral lives supemat- 
urally, each upon the top of a oolumn. Porad- 
venture the columns which our Simeon refiised 
to live upon, conspired against his poetry : per- 
adveuture it is on their account that we find 
ourselves between two alphabetic acrostics, 
wi-itten solemnly by hia hand, and take up one 
wherein eveiy alternate line begins with a letter 
of the alphabet ; its companion in the couplet 
being left to run behind it, out of livery and 
sometimes out of breath. Will the public care 
to look upon such a curiosity ? Will our verse 
writera care to understand what hai'm may be 
done by a conspiration of columns — gods and 
men quite on one side ? And will candid 
readei's care to confess at last, that there is an 
earaestnesa in the poem, acrostic as it ia,^a 
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ieaoing to beauty's side,— which is above the 
acrostieism ? Let us tiy :— 

All, tears upon mine eyelids, sorrow on mine heart, 

I bring Tliee soul-repentance, Creator as Tliou art ! 
Bounding joyona actiona, deep as arrows go ; 

Pleasures self-revolving, issue into woe I 
Creatures of our mortal, headlong rush to sin ; 

I have seen tliem ; of them — ah me, — I have heen ! 
Duly pitying Spirits, from your spirit-frame, 

Bring your cloud of weeping, — worthy of the same I 
Else I would he bolder ; if that light of Thine, 

Jesus, quell the evil, let it on. me shine I 
Pail me truth, is living, less than death forlorn. 

When the sinner readeth — " hetter he unhorn " 1 
God, I raise toward Thee both eyes of my heart. 

With a sharp cry— "Help me I" — while mine hopes 
depart. 
Help me I Death is hitter, all hearts comprehend ; 

But I fear beyond it^-end beyond the end 1 
Inwardly behold me, how my sou! is black : 

Sympathiae in gazing, do not spurn me back I 
Knowing that Thy pleasure is not to destroy. 

That Thou fain wouldst Have me — this is all my Joy. 
IiO, the Hon, hunting spirits in their deep, 

(Stand beside me !) roareth (help me !) nears to leap I 
Mayst, Tliou help me. Master : Tliou art pure aUino, 
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Thou alone axt sinless, one Christ on a tUconu. 
Kightly deeda I lovud tliem, hated day's instead ; 

Hence this soul-involving darknESS on mine head. 
O Word, who constrainest things ^tranged and curst, 

If Thy hand can save me. that work were the first I 
Pensive o'er my sinning, coontdng aJl its vraya, 

Terrors shake me, waiting adequate dismays. 
QuenclilesB glories many, hast Thou — many a rod — 

Thou, too, hast Thy meaaurea. Can I hear Thee, 
God? 
Rend away my counting from my soul's decline, 

Show me of the portion of those saved of Thine ! 
Slow drops of my weeping to Thy mercy run ; 

Let its livers wash me, hy that mercy won ! 
Tell me what is worthy, in oiir dreary now, 

As the future glory 1 (madness !) what, as THOf 1 
Cnion, oh, vouchsafe me to Thy fold beneath. 

Lest the wolf across me gnash iiis gory teeth I 
View me, Judge me gently ! spare me, Master bland, 

Brightly lift Thine eyelids, kijidly stretch Thine 
hand I 
Winged nnd choral angels ! 'twist my spirit lone, 

And all deathly visions, interpose your own ! 
Tea, my Soul, remember death and woe inwrought^ 

After-death affliction, wringing earth's to naught ! 
Z^ne me. Lord, with graces ! Be foundations built 

Underneath me ; sav« me ! as Thou Itnow'st and wilt ' 
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The omission of our X (in any case too Hulleii 
a letter to be employed in the service of an ncros- 
tic), has permitted ua to write line for line witli 
the Greek ; and we are able to infer, to the 
honor of the Greek poet, that, although he did 
not hve upon a oolumn, he was not far below 
one, in the virtue of self-mortification. We are 
tempted to accord him some more gracious and 
serjousJHStiee, by breaking away a passage ft'om 
his "PlanctUB ManEe," the lament of Mary on 
embracing the Lord's body ; and giving a mo- 
ment's insight into a remarkable composition, 
whieh, however deprived of its poetical right of 
measure, is, in fact, nearer to a poem, both in 
purpose and achievement, than any versified 
matter we have looked upon fiom this mela- 
phrastic hand ; — 

" uncovered corse, yet Word of the Living 
One ! self-doomed to be uplifted on the cross for 
the di'awing of all men unto Thee, — what mem- 
ber of Thine hath no wound ? my blessed 
brows, embraced by the thora-wreath which is 
pricking at my heart ! O beautiful and priestly 
One, wlio hadst not where to lay Tliiiie lieaft nu'l 
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reat, and now wilt lay it only in the tomb, rest- 
ing there; sleeping, as Jacob said, a lion's sleep ! 
O cbeeks turned to the smiter 1 lips, new hive 
for bees, yet flesh from the sharpness of vinegar 
and bitterness of gall 1 O moutli, wherein was 
no guile, yet betrayed by tiie traitor's kias ! O 
hand, creative of man, yet n^led to the cross, 
and since, stretched out anto Hades, with help 
for the first transgressor ! feet, once walking 
on the deep to hallow the waters of nature ! 
me, my son ! , . . Where is Thy chorus of sick 
ones ? — those whom Thou didst cure of their dis 
eases, and bring back from the dead ? Is none 
here, but only Nicodemua, to draw the nails from 
those hands and feet ? — none here but only Nico- 
demus, to lift Thee from the cross, heavily, 
lieavily, and lay Thee in these mother-anna 
which bore Thee long ago, in thy babyhood, and 
were glad then- ? These hands, which swaddled 
Thee then, let them bind Thy grave- clothes now. 

And yet, — O bitter funerals! Giver of 

life from the dead, liest Thou dead before mine 
eyes? Must I, who said 'hush' besidn Thy 
cradle, wail this passion upon Thy grave ? I, 
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wlio M'ashed Thi>e in Thy first hiitL, must I 
drop on Thee these hotttr teai-sf I, who raised 
Thee high in my maternal arms,— but then 
Thou leapedat, — t}i£,n Thou apringcilst up in 
Thy chiW-playl" 

It is bettei- to write so than to stand upon a 
column. And, although the passage Joes, both 
generally and specifically, in certain of its ideas, 
recall the antithetic eloquence of that Gi'e^oiy 
Kaziaozen before whom this Simeon must be 
dumb, we have touched his " oration," so called, 
nearer than our subject could permit us to do 
any of Gregory's, because the "Planctuh" in- 
volves an imagined situation, is poetical in its 
design. Moreover, we must prepare to look 
downwards; the poets were descending from 
the gorgeous majesty of the hexameter and the 
severe simplicity of iambics, down through the 
mediate " v&'sus politici," a loose metre, adapted 
to the popuhir ear, to the lowest deep of a 
"measured prose,"~which has been likened, 
but which we will not liken, to the blank verse 
of onr times. Presently, we may oifei' an ex- 
iiinplc from Pseltus of a prose acrostic— the 
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reader being deligbted witii tlie prospect ! " A 
whole silver threepence, mistress." 

Michael Psellus lived midway in the 
eleventh century, aiid appears to have been a 
man of much aapiratioo toward the higher places 
oftheearth. Asenatorof noordinaryinfltience, 
preceptor of the emperor Michael previous to 
that accession, he is sapposed to have included 
in his instructions the advantages of sov^'eignty, 
and in his precepts the most snbtle means of se- 
curing them. We were about to add that his ac- 
quirements as a scholar were scarcely less impei-ial 
than those of his pupil as a prince : hut the ex- 
pression might have been inappropriate. There 
are cases uot infreqaent, not entirely opposite to 
the present ease, and worthy always of all medi- 
tation hysuch intelHgent men as a£Fect extensive 
acquisition, — when acquirements are not ruled 
by the man, but rule him. Whatever originates 
from the mind cannot obsti'uct her individual 
faculty ; nay, whatever she receives inwardly 
and mai'ks her power over by creating out of it 
a tertium quid, according to tlie law of tJie pei-- 
petual geuei'ation of spiritnai verities, is not ob- 
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structive but impulsive to the evolution of faculty ; 
but tbe erudition, whether it be erudition as the 
world showed it formerly, or miscellaneous liter- 
ature, as the world shows it now, the accumn- 
lated acquirement of whatever character, which 
remains &f,traneoua to the mind, is and must be 
in the same degree an obstruction and deformity. 
How many are there from Paellus to Bayle, 
bound hand and foot intellectually with the rolls 
of their own papyrus — men whoso erudition has 
grown stronger than their souls 1 How many 
whom we would gladly see washed in the clean 
watera of a little ignorance, and take our own 
pait in their refreshment 1 Not that knowledge 
is bad, but that wisdom is better ; and that it is 
better and wiser in the sight of the angels of 
knowledge to think out one true thought with 
a thrush's song and a green light for all lexicon 
{or to think it without the light and without 
the song — because truth is beautiful, where 
they are not seen or heard)— than to mnmmy 
our benumbed souls with the circumvolutions of 
twenty thousand books. And so Michael PscUus 
was a learned man. 
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\V(; iiflvo sought earaestly, yet in vain, — and 
tlie i'act may account for our ill-iiumor, — a siglit 
of certain iambics upon vices and virtues, and 
Tantaltts nud Sphinx, which are attributed to 
this wrilei', and cannot be in tlie moon after 
all: — earnestly, yet with no fairer encourage- 
ment to our desire than what befalls it from his 
poems " On the Councils," the firet of which, 
and only the first, through the softness of our 
charities, we bring to confront the reader : — 

Know the liolj councils, King, to their utmost nnmher. 
Such as rouBed tte impious ones from their world-wido 

siumhcr ! 
Seven m all tliose councils were: Nice the first con- 
taining, 
When the godly muster-BOul Constantine was reigning, 
Wliat time at Byaaiitiuni, hallowed witli tlie hyssop, 
In heart und word, Metrophaaes presided es aj^dibishop ! 
It cut away Arius' tongue's maniacal delusion, 
Wliich cut off from the Trinity the blessed Ilomooo.- 

Blaspliemed (0 miserable man !) the mater of the croa- 

And low beneath the Fathci' cast tlie equal Filial na- 
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The prose aci'ostio, contained in an office 
written by Psellus to. the honor of Simeon, is 
elaborated on the words " I sing thee who didst 
write the metaphrases;" every sentence being 
insulated, aud beginning with a charineil letter, 

" Say in a dance how we ehall go, 
Wlio never could a measure know r 



why, thus — (and yet Pselhis, who did hiow 
every thing, wi-ote a synopsis of the metres !) — 
why, thus : 

"Inspire me. Word of God_ witli a rliyth- 
metic chant, for I am boi'ne onward to praise 
Simeon Metaphraates and Logothetes, as he is 
fitly called, the man worthy of admiration ! 

" Solemnly from the heavenly heights did tlie 
Blessed Ghost descend on thee, wise one, and 
finding thine heart pure, rested there, theio 
eerily in the body I" 

Surely we need not write any more. But 
Michael Pselius was a very leai'ned man. 

John of EucHiiTA (or Euchania, or Theodo- 
ropolis, — the three names do appear through the 
twilight to belong to one city) wa.i a bishop. 
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probably contenipoi'aiy with Psellus— is only a 
poet now : we turn to see the voice whlcb speakb 
to ns. It is a voice with a soul in it, clear and 
sweet and living; and we who have walked long 
in the desert, leap up to its sound as to the dim 
flowing of a stream, and would take a deep 
breath by its wde both for the weariness which 
is gone and the repose whicli is coming. But 
it is a rarer thing than a stream in the desert : 
it is a voice in the deceit — the only voice of a 
city. The city may have three names, as we 
have said, or the three names may move fitly 
appei-tain to three cities — scholara knit their 
brows and wax doubtful as they talk ; but a city 
denuded of its multitudes it suiely is, ruined 
even of its rums it surely is: no exhalation 
arises from its tombs, the foves have lost their 
way to it, the bittern's cry is as dumb as the 
vanished population— only the Voice remains. 
Jolm Mam opus, of Euchaita, Euchania, Theodo- 
ropolis — one livmg man among many dead, as 
the Arabian tale goe'i of the city of enchant- 
ment—one speechful voice among the silent, 
sole survivor of the breath which makelh woi-ds. 
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elHuifiice of the soul replacing the bittei-D's cry 
— spoak to UB ! And thou shalt be to iis as a 
poet ; we will salute thee by that high name. 
For have we not stood tace to face with Micliael 
Psellua and him of the metaphrases? Surely 
as a poet may we salute thee ! 

His poetry has, as if in contrast to the scenery 
of circumstances in which we find it, or to the 
fatality of oii"cum stances in which it has not been 
found {and even Mr, Clarke in his learned work 
upon Sacred Literature, which is, however, in- 
communicative genei'ally upon sacred poetry, 
appears unconscious of his being and his bishop- 
ric), — his poetiy has a charauter singularly 
vital, fresh, and serene. There is nothing in it 
of the j-apture of inspiration, little of the oper- 
ativeness of art— nothing of imagination in a 
high sense, or of ear-service in any : he is not, 
he says, of those — 

Wlo rain hard Tvifi redundancies of words, 
Aad thunder and ligliten out of eloquence. 

His Greek being opposed to that of the Silen- 
tiarii and the Fisidte by a j^eculiar simplicity 
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and ease of collocation n'hich the reader feela 
lightly in a moment, the thoughts move through 
its transparency with a certain calm nobleness 
and sweet living earnestness, with holy upturned 
eyes and human tears beneath the lids, till the 
reader feels lovingly too. We staitle him from 
his reveiie with an octave note on a favorite 
literary fashion of the living London, drawn from 
tbe voice of the lost city ; discovering by that 
sound the fii-st serial illustrator of pictares by 
poems, in the person of our Johannes. Here 
is a specimen fiom an annual of Euchaita, 
ov Euchania, or Theodoropolis — we may say 
"annual" although the pictm-es were certainly 
not in a book, but were probably ornaments of 
the beautiful temple in the midst of the city, 
concerning which there is a ti'adition. Here 
is a specimen selected for love's sake, because 
it "illustrates" a portrait of Gi-egory Nazian- 

Wliat meditates tliy tliouglitM gnze, my faUier ? 
To tell me some new trntli ? Tion canst not so I 
For all tliat mortal liands ore wetib to gather, 
Thy bleSBcd books unfolded long ago. 
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Thcso are striking versea, upon the Blessed 
among women, weeping :— 
O Lady of the passion, dost thou weep ! 
What help can we then through our tears survey. 
If such aa thou a cause for wailing keep I 
What help, what hope, fi>r us, sweet Lady, say ? 
" Good msn, it doth befit thine heart to lay 
More courage next it, having seen me so. 
All other hearts find other halm, to-day — 
The whole vxrrld'g coniolatiim is my moe /" 

"Would any hear what can be aaid oi'a Triins- 
figuration before RafEael'8 : — 

Tremble, spectator, at the viBiott won thee ! 

Stand a£ir off, look downward from the height. 

Lest Christ too nearly seen should lighten on thee. 

And from thy fteshly eyeballa strike the sight. 

As Paul fell ruined by that glory white ! 

Lo, the disciples prostrate, each apart. 

Each impotent to bear the lamping light ! 

And all that Moses and Elias might. 

The darlcness caught the grace upon her heart 

And gave them strength for I Thou, if evermore 

A God-voice pierce thy dark,— rejoice, adore 1 

Our poet was as unwilling a bishop as the 
most sturdy of the " nolentes" ; and there ai'e 
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poema written both in doprcciation of, and in 
retrospective regret for, the ordmning dignity, 
marked by noble and holy beauties which we 
are unwilling to pasa without extraction. Still 
we are oonstrdned for space, and must come at 
Jast to his chief individual characteristic — to the 
gentle hunianitiea which, strange to say, pre- 
ponderate in the solitary voice — to the famiHar 
smiles and sighs which go np and down in it to 
our ear. We will take the poem " To his old 
house," and see how the honae survives by his 
good help, when the atin shines no more on the 
golden statue of Constantiae : — 

Oh, be not angry with me, gentle house, 

Tliat I have left thee empty and deserted 1 

Since thou thyself that evil didat arouse, 

In being to thy roastors so Wse-ieacted, 

In loving none of those who did possess thee, 

In minist'ring to no one to an end, 

In no one's service caring to confess thee, 

But loving Btill the change of friend for friend, 

And Bending the last, plague-wise, to the door ! 

And so, or ere thou canst betray and leave me, 

I, a wise lord, dismiss thee, servitor. 

And antedate the nTong thou mayst achieve me 
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Against mj will, bj what mj will allows ; 
Tet not witliout some sorrow, gentle house 1 

For oh, beloved house 1 what time I render 

My last look back on thee I grow mote tender I 

Pleasant possession, hearth, for father's age. 

Dear gift of buried hands, sole heritage ! 

My blood is stirred ; and love, that learnt its play 

Prom aU sweet costoms, moves mine heart thy way I 

Por thou wast all my nurse and helpful creature, 

For thott wast all my tutor and my teacher ; 

In thee through lengthening toils I struggled deep, 

In thee I watched all night witliout its sleep, 

In thee I worked the wearier daytime out, 

BsalUng truth, or trying by a doubt. 

And oh, my father's roof! the memory leaves 
Such pan^ as break mine heart, beloved eaves ; 
But Sod's word conquers all I , . , . 

He is forced to a strange land, reverting with 
this benediction to the " dearest house" : — 

Farewell, farewell, mine own lamiliar one. 
Estranged for evermore from this day's sun, 
Fare-thee-well so I Farewell, second mother, 
O nurse and help, — remans there not another I 
My bringer-up W some sublimer ii 
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Of holy cliildhood and perfected pleasure! 

Now other spirits must thou tend and teach, 

And minister thy quiet unto each, 

For reasoning uises, if they love such use, 

But neveimore to me I God keep thee, liouse, 

God keep thee, faithful corner, where I drew 

So calm a brenth of life ! And God keep you. 

Kind neighbors I Though 1 leave jou hy His grace, 

Let no grief bring a shadow !« your face ; 

Because whate'er He wiCeth io be done 

His will makes easy, makes tlio distant^ — ouo, 

And soon brings all embraced before His throne ! 

We pass Philip Solitaeitjs, who lived at the 
close of this eleventh century, even as we have 
passed one or two besides of his fellow-poets ; 
because they, having hidden themselves heyond 
the reach of our eyes and the endeavor of our 
hands, and we being careful to speak by knowl- 
edge rather than by testimony, nothing remains 
to us but this same silent passing — this regret- 
ful one, as our care to do better must testify — 
albeit our fancy will not, by any means, account 
them, with all their advantages of absence, " the 
best part of the solemnity." 

EarJy in the tweii'ch century we are called 
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to the recognition of Theodore Peodbomus, 
theologian, philosopher, and poet. His poems 
are unequaJ, consisting principally of a series of 
tetrastichs (Greek epigrams for lack of point, 
French epigi'ams for lack of poetry) upon the 
Old and New Testaments, and the Life of 
Chrysostom, — all nearly as- bare of the rags of 
literary mei'it as might be expected from the 
design ; and three didactic poems upon Love, 
Pi'ovideiice, and against Bareus the heretic, into 
which the poet has oast the recollected life of 
his soul. The soqI deports herself as a soul 
should, with a vivacity and energy which work 
outward and upwai-d into eloquence. The sen- 
timents are lofty, the expression free ; there is 
an instinct l!b a middle and an end. Masic we 
miss, even to the elementary melody : the poet 
thinks his thoughts, and speaks them ; not in- 
deed what all poets, so called, do esteem a ne- 
cessary effort, and indeed what we should thank 
him for doing; but he sings them in nowise, 
and they are not of that divine oi-der which are 
crowned by right of theii- divinity with an insep- 
arable aureole of sweet sound. His pooni upon 
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Love,— ^[Aitt says the Greek word, but friend- 
ship does not answer to it, — ^is a dialogue be- 
tween the personification and a stranger. It 
opens thus dramatically, the stranger speaking : 

Love ! Lady diademed witli honor, wlienee 

And whitlier goest thou 1 Tliy look presents 

Teare to the lid, thy mien is vest and low, 

Thy looks faU wildly fcom tliy drooping brow 

Thy blushes are all pale, thy garb is iit 

For iMoarning in, and shoon and zone are loose I 

So changed thoa art to sadnesa eTery whit. 

And all that pomp and purple thou didst use, 

That seemly sweet, that new rose on the mouth. 

Those fair-smoothed tresses, and that graceful aone. 

Bright eondals, and the rest thou haddest on. 

Are all departed, gons to naught together! 

And DOW thou walkest mournful in the train 

Of mourning women! — where and whence, again? 

Love. From earth to Qod my Father. 

Strange. Dost thou say 

That earth of Love is desolated? 

Love. Vea t 

It so much scorned me. 

Scorned 1 

And cast me out 
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Stranger. 


Proiii i1 


:fldoor? 






Love. 






Asifi 


.vitliout 


I had my lot t 


oiliel 









Love consents to give her confidence to the 
wondering stranger; whereupon, as they sit in 
the shadow of a ta]! piue, she tells a Platonic 
story of all the good slie had done in heaven be- 
fore the etai's, and the angels, and the throned 
Triad, and of all her subsequent sufferings on 
the nielanoholy and ungrateful earth. The poem, 
which includes much beauty, ends with a quaint 
sweetness in the troth-plighting of the stranger 
and the lady. Mayst thou have been faithful 
to that oath, O Theodore Prodronius ! but thou 
didnt stt eai " t )0 much to be believed — so 

The poems ' On Providence' and ' Aj^iinst 
Baieus" exceed the "Lo\e," peihips, in powei 
-ml eloquence to the full measuie ot the le 
giee in which they fall ihoit ot the mtete^t of 
the lattei's design Wheieiipon ne dedicate 
tht ftlloHing selection fiom the "Pioiidenoe 
to Mr. Carlyle's " gigmcn" and all " respectable 
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All me ! what tears mine eyes ace welling forth, 

To witness in tliis synagogue of earth 

Wise men speak wisely whUe the scoffers sing, 

And rich men folly, for much tonoring I 

Melitvis trffles,— -Socrates decrees 

Ouc further knowledge I Death to Socrates, 

And long life to Melitns ! . . . 

Chiefdoni of evil, goH 1 "blind diild of cliiy. 
Gnawing with 6s4d tooth earth's heart away I 
Go! perish from UB I olflurgatdon vain 
To soulless nature, powerless to contidn 
One ill ontlixuat upon it ! Rather perish 
That turpitude of crowds, by which they cherish. 
Bftd men for their good fortune, or condemn. 
Because of evil fortune, virtuous men 1 



Oh, for a trumpet-mouth ! an icon tongue 
Sufficient for all speech ! foundations hung 
High on PamaesuB' top tobear my feet ! 
So from that watch-toiret, words which shall be i 
I may out-thunder to the nations near me — 
"Ye worshippers of gold, poor rich men, hearm 
Where do ye wander? — tor what object stand? 
That gold is earth's ye carry in your hand, 
And flowetli earthward ! bad men have its cursf 
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The nioBt profusely I would yourselves be worse 
Bo to be riclier ? — better in your purse 1 
Yoat royal purple — 'twas a dog tliat found it ! 
Tour pear! of price— a sickened oyster owned it ! 
Tour glittering gems are pebbles, dust-astray ; 
Tour palace-pomp was wrought of wood and day, 
SmootliQd rock aad moulded plinth I earth's day, 

earth's wood, 
Earth's common-hearted stones I Is this your mood. 
To honor earth, to worship earth, nor blush f 
What dost thou murmur, savage mouth 1 Hush, hush ! 
Thy wrath is vainly breathed. The depth to tread 
Of God's deep judgments, was not Paul's, he said. 

The " savage mouth" speaks iu power, with 
whatever harshness : and we are tempted to 
coDtrast with this vehement utterance another 
short poem by the same poet, a little quaint 
^vithal, but light, soft, almost tuneful, — as writ- 
tea for a " Book of Beauty," and that not of 
Euchaita ! The subject is " Life." 

Oh, take me, thou mortal,— thy Life for thy praiaor 1 
Thou hast met, found, and seized me, and know'st what 

my ways are. 
Nor leave me for slackness, nor yield mo for pleasure, 
Nor look up too saintly, nor muse beyond mcasui'e I 
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Tlieru 'a the veil from my head — see tlie worst of my 

mourning I 
There are ivheela to my feet — have a dread of tlieir 

turniiig ! 
Tliere are wings round my waist- — I may flatter and 

Hee thee ! 
There are yoltes on my liands — fear the chains I decree 

thee I 
Hold me I hold a shadow, the wings aa tiey quiver ; 
Hold me I liold a dream, smoke, a track on the river. 
Oil, take me, thou mortal,— thy Life for thy prsuser, 
Thou 3iast met not and seized not, nor know'st what 

my ways are! 
Nay, frown not, and shrink not, nor call me an aspen ; 
There's the veil from my head t I have dropped from 

thy clasping I 
A iall-hack within it I soon may afford thee ; 
There are wheels to my feet — I may roll back toward 

theel 
There are wings round my w^st — I may flee back and 

clip thee I 
There are yokes on my hands— I may soon cease to 

whip thee ! 
Take courage ! 1 rather would hearten than hip thee 1 

John Tzbtza divides the twelfth contTii-y 
with his name, which is not a great one. In ad- 
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dition to an iambic fragment upon effucalioTi, he 
lias wi'ittea indefatigably in the metre polidaus, 
what must be read, if read at all, with a corre- 
sponding energy,— thirteen " chiliadsf," of " varite 
historic," so called after Elian's, — ^Elian's 
without the " honey-tongue," — very various 
histories indeed, about crocodiles and flies, and 
Plato's philosophy and Cleopatra's nails, and 
Samson and Phidias, and the resun-ection from 
the dead, and tfie Galydoniao boar, — " every 
thing under the sun" being, in feet, their imper- 
fect epitome. The omission is simply Poetkt ! 
there ia no apparent conscionsness of her entity 
in the mind of this versifier ; no aspiration to- 
wards her presence, not so much as a sigh upon 
her absence. We do not, indeed, become aware, 
in the whole course of this laborious work, of 
much nnfolding of faculty — take it lower than 
the poetical ; of nothing much beyond an occa- 
sional dry, aly, somewhat boorish humor, which 
being good humor besides, would not be a bad 
thing were its traces only more extended. But 
the general level of the work is a dull talkative- 
iie^^s, ii jimsy adversity, who is no " Danghtor of 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



Jove," and a alnmberousoesa without a dream. 
We adjudge to our reader the iiistvuetive his- 
tory of the Phrenix. 

A phoenis is a single bird and syiudironoua with nature, 
Tlie peacock cannot equal him in lieauty or in stature ! 
In radiance lie outshines the gold ; the world in wondei 

yieldeth ; 
His nest he fiseth in the trees, and all of spices buildeth. 
And when he dies, r little worm, from out his body 

twining, 
Doth generate liim back again whene'er the Bun is 

shining. 
He lives in iEgypt, and he dies in fitbiopia only, as 
Asserts Pliiloetratua, who wrote the Life of Apollonina. 
And, as the wise iEgyptian scribe, the holy ecribe 

Chreremon, 
Hath entered on these Institutes, all centre their esteem 

Seven thousand yoaw and six of age, tliis phcenix of 

the story, 
Expireth from the fair Nile side, whereby he had liva 



In the early part of the fourteenth century, 
Manuel Phile, pricked emulousJy to the }iear6 
by the successful labors of Tuetza, embraced 
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into identity with himself the rttniiiining lialf 
of jElian, and developed in his poetical tieatise 
"On the Properties of Animaia," to wJiich Isa- 
chimuB Camerarius provided a conclusion, tlie 
Natiii'al Histoi'y of that indiisti'ious and amusing 
Greek-Roman, The Natural History is trans- 
lated into verse, btit by no means glorified; .and 
yet tlie poet of animals, Phile, has carried away 
far moi'e of tlie jEIian (loney clinging to the 
edges of his patera, than the poet of the Chiliads 
did ever wot of. What we find in him is not 
beauty, what we hear in him ia not music, but 
there is an open feeling for the beautiful which 
stii-s at a word, and we have a scarcely confessed 
contentment in hearkening to those twice-told 
stories of birds and beasts and flslies, moasured 
out to us in the low monotony of his chanting 
voice. Our selections shall say nothing of the 
live grasshopper, called, with the first bi'eath of 
this paper, an emblem of the vital Greek tongue ; 
because the space left to us closes within out- 
sight, and the science of the age does not thirst 
to receive, tlirougb our hands, the history of 
grasshoppers, according to -Sllian or Pliile irillier. 
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Everybody knows what Piiile tells ns hero, that 
grasshoppers hve upon moraing dew, and cannot 
sing lyhen it is dry. Evei^body knows that 
the lady grasshopper sings not at all. And if 
the moral, drawn by Phile from this latter lact, 
of the advantage of silence in the female sex 
generally, be true and important, it is also too 
obvious to exact our enforcement of it. There- 
fore we pass by the grasshopper, and the night- 
ingale too, for al! her fantastic aong ; and hasten 
to inti'oduce to European naturalists a Philliel- 
lenic species of heron, whioh has escaped the 
1-esearohes of Cuvier, and the peculiarities of 
which may account to the philosophic reader for 
that instinct of the "wisdom of our Ibrefathei-s," 
which established an English univei'sity in ap- 
proximation with the Fens. It is earnestly to 
be hoped that the nice ear in question Jbr the 
Attio dialect, may still be preserved among the 
herons of Cambiidgeshire : — 

A Gi^oiam island nourislietli to bless 

A race of liei'otis in nil nobleness. 

if some barbarian bark approach tho sliove, 
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They hate, tliey flue,— no eagle can outsoar t 
Bnt if by chance an Attic voice be wist, 
They grow aoftheatted straight, philieUenist ; 
Presa on in earnest flocks along the strand. 
And stretch their wings ont to the comer's Land. 
Perhaps he nears tliem with a, gentle mind, — 
They lore Ms love, though foreign to their kindl 
For BO the island giveth winged teachers. 
In true love lessons, to all wingless creatures. 

He has written, besides, " A Dialogue between 
Mind and Phile," and other poems; and we 
cannot pai-t without taking from him a more 
solemn tone, which may sound as an "Anion" 
to the good we have s^d of hina. The follow- 
ing address to the Holy Spirit is concentrated 
in expression : — 

living Spirit, falling of God-dew, 
Grace which dost console us and renew, 
vital light, O breath of angelhood, 
generous ministration of things good. 
Creator of the visible, and beat 
Upholder of the great umnanifcst 1 
Power infinitely wise, new booji sublime 
Of science and of art, eonatrnining might, 
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Ill whom i breatlie, live, spoak, rejoice, and write, — 
lie witli us in all places, for aU time 1 

" And now," sailh the palientest reader of all, 
"you have done. Now we have watched out 
the whole night of the world with you, hy no 
better light than these poetical rushlights, and 
the wicks fail, and the clock of the univereal 
hour ia near upon the stroke of the seventeenth 
century, and you have surely done!" Surely 
not, we answer; ibr we see a hand which the 
reader sees not, which beckons us over to Crete, 
and clasps within its shadowy fingei-s a roll 
of hymns Anaoreontieal, written by Maxijius 
Maegunius! and not for the last of oui- readers 
would T\e Icae this last of the Gieeks owing 
him salutation let the hjmns have loi the 
tiue An'»cieontie hagianee, a musty odoi, and 
we hi\e scant piaise toi them m our nostnh 
Theu mspiiation is tiom Giegoij Nazianzen 
whose 'Soul and Body" are lenewed in them 
bv a double speaes of tiansmigi ition and il 
though we Ji-iss the feet of Giegon s high e\cel 
lencies, we cannot admit any one of them to be 
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a safe conductor of poetical inspiration. And 
in union with Margunius's plagiaiistio tenden- 
cies, there is a wearisome leugthinesa, hai-der to 
bear. He will knit yon to the whole length of 
an " Honi soit qwi mal y pense," till jou fall 
asleep to the hamming of the stitches, what 
time you should be reading the " moral," We 
oni'selves once dropped into a " disti-action," as 
the French say,— for nothing coald be more 
dilfei-ent from what the English say, than our 
serene state of self-abnegation, — at the begin- 
ning of a house-building by this Masimus Mar- 
genius : when, reading on some hundred lines 
with our bare bodily eyes, and our soul starting 
up on a sudden to demand a measure of the 
progress, behold he was building it stili, with a 
trowel in the same hand ; it was not forwarder 
by a brick. The swallows had time to hatch 
two nestfuls in a chimney while he finished 
the chimney-pot! Neyertheless he has mo- 
ments of earnestness, and they leave beauties 
in their trace. Let us listen to this extract 
from his fifth hymn : — 
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Take me ns a hermit lone 
Witli a desert life and moan ; 
Only Thou aiiear to mete 
Slow or quick my pulse'e beat ; 
Only Thou, the nlgiit to chase. 
With the sunlight in Thy face t 
Pleasure to the eyes may come 
From a gloiy seen afar, 
But it life concentre gloom 
Scattered by no little star. 
Then, how feeble, God, we are! 
Nay, whatever bird there be 
(.Sither by his flying stirred), 
He, In this thing, must be free — 
And I, Saviour, am Thy bird. 
Pricking with an open beak 
At the words that Thou dost speak ! 
Leave a breath apon my wings, 
That above these nether things 
I may rise to where Thon art, 
I may flutter nest Thine heart I 
For if a light within me burn. 
It must be darkness ia an urn, 
Unless within its cryataUine, 
That unbeginning light of Thine 
Shine I^O Saviour, let it shino 1 

He is the last of our Greeks. Tlie lifflit froi 
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Troy city, with which all Greek glory began, 
"threw three-times rfs," a^d jEschyliis, that 
man with a soul, — beacon after beacon, into the 
heart of Greece. " Three-fJmes six," too, threw 
the light fiom Gieece, when hei onn heiit 
light hid gone out like Tioy's onwiiil ilcni^ 
the lidges of time Thiee tinier ri\ — hut wh'kt 
faint betonns 11 e the last' — sometimes only a 
red brand, sometimes onlj a small tiembling 
flame; sometimes only a white glmimei as of 
aghes hieathed on by the wind, fimt beacons 
and fell How tw' We hive witched them 
alang the clouly tops of the great centuries, 
th oiiTh the age« daiL hut foi them, — and now 
stand looking with eyes of fiiewell upon the 
list I lie sign an the last mist-bound hill. But 
It IS the sixteenth century Beyond the ashes 
on the 1 ill a red light is aathering ; above the 
fiI]ii,»ot the lews a ^1 eat bun is rising: there 
IS a lu^ihmg rf hgl t ■md song upward — let it 
stiil be upwapd' &hakeepeaie is in the world 1 
And the Genius of English Poetry, she who 
onl> at all tie eaith iswoith^ (Goethe's spirit 
mn hei us ^ay si iiid smile) stooping, with a 
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royal gesture, to kiss the dead lips of the Gtenins 
of Gi-eece, stands up Ler successor in the uni- 
verse, by virtue of that chrism, and in right of 
her own crown. 
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THE BOOK OF THE POETS. 



The voice of the lui'Lle is heard iii the land. 
The gi'een book of the earth is open, and the 
four winds are turaing the leaves: while Na- 
ture, chief secretary to the CTeative Word, sits 
busy at her inditing of many a lovely poem, — 
her " Flower and the Leaf" on this side, her 
" Cuckoo and the Nightingale" on that, her 
"Paradise of Dainty Devices" in and out 
among the valleys, her "Polyolbion" away across 
the hills, her "Britannia's Pastorals" on the 
home raeadowfl, her sonnets of tufted primroses, 
hei- lyrical outgushings of May blossoming, her 
epical and didactic solemnities of light and shad- 
ow, and many an Ulnstrative picture to garnish 
the univeraal annual. What book shall we open 
side by side with Nature's ? First, the boob of 
God. " The Book of the Poets" may ivell come 
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Qcxt — even this book, if it d 
nobility of its name. 

But tliia book, which ia not Campbell's Selec- 
tion from the British Poets, nor Southej's, nor 
cliffei-ent from either by being better, resembles 
many others of the nobly named, whether 
princes or hereditary le^slators, in bearing a 
name too noble for its desert. This book, con- 
sisting of short extracts from the books of the 
poets, be^nning with Chaucer, ending with 
Beattie, and misMng snndry by the way, — we 
call it indefinitely "A book of the poets," and 
leave it thankful. The extracts from Chaucer 
are tofsy-tarvy — one from the Canterbury Tales, 
prologue thrown in between two from the 
Knight's Ta]e ; while Gower may blame " his 
fortune" — 

(And some mea hold opinion 
Tliat it ia conetellation,) 
for the dry specimen crumbled off from his man- 
raountainism. Of Lydgate there is scarcely a 
page ; of Occleve, Hawes, and Skelton — the two 
last especially interesting in poetical history, — 
of Sackville, and the whole generation of dram- 
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atisls, not a word. "The table is not full," 
and tlie ringing on it of Phillips's " Splendid 
Shilling," will not bribe lis to endurance. What ! 
place for Pomfret's platitude, and no place for 
Sliakespeare'B divine sonnets? and noplace for 
Jonson's and Fletcher's lyrics ? Do lyrics and 
sonnets pei'ish out of place whenever their poets 
make tragedies too, quenched by the entity of 
tragedy? We suggest that Shakespeare has 
nearly as much claim to place in any possible 
book of the poets (though also a book of the 
poetastei's) as ever can have John Hughes, who 
" as a poet, is chiefly known," saith the critical 
editor, " by his tragedy of the ' Siege of Damas- 
cus.' " Let this boob therefore accept our boon, 
and remain a book of the poets, thankfully if 
not gloriously, — while we, on our own side, may 
be thankful too, that in the present days of the 
millennium of Jeremy Benthara, a more liter- 
ally golden age than the laureates of Saturnus 
dreamed withal, — any memory of the poets 
should linger with the booksellers, and " come 
up this way" with the spring. The thing is 
good, ill that it is at all. Scud a little child 
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into a garden, and lie will be sure to bring you 
a nosegay worth having, though the red weed 
in it Bhoald " side the lily," and sundry of the 
prettiest flowera be held stalk upwards. Flow- 
era are flowerB and poets aie poets, and "A book 
of the poeta" must be right weiuome at every 
hour of the clock. 

For the preliminary eSiSay, which is very 
moderately well done, we embrace it, with oul' 
fingers at least, in taking up the volume. It 
pleases us better on the solitary point of the de- 
votional poets than Mr, CampbeU'a beautiful 
treatise, doing, aa it seema to ur, more frank 
juatioe to the Withei-s's, the Quarles's and the 
Crashaws. Otherwise the criticism and philos- 
ophy to be found in it are scai-oely of the hap- 
piest, — although even the fii-st astonishing pava- 
gi'aph which justifies the utility of poetry on the 
ground of its being an attractive variety of lan- 
guage, a persuasive medium for abstract ideas, 
(as reasonable were the justification of a seraph's 
essence deduced from the cloud beneath his 
foot!) — shall not provoke us back to discontent 
ft'om the vision of tlie poets of KNgland, siig- 
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gesteil by llie tillu of tliis " Book," and strutoli- 
ing along gloriously to our survey. 

Oar poetry lias an heroic genealogy. It arosu 
where the sun rises, in the far East. It came 
out from Arabia, and was tilted on the lance- 
heads of the Saracens into the heart of Europe, 
Armorica catching it in rebouud from Spain, 
and England fi'om Armorica. It issued in its 
first breath from Georgia, wrapt in the gather- 
ing-cry of Pei'^an Odin : and passing from the 
orient of the sun to the antagonistic snows of 
Iceland, and ovei-sweeping the black pines of 
Germany and the jutting shores of Scandinavia, 
and embodying in itself all way-side sounds, 
even to the rude shouts of the brazen-throated 
Cimbri, — so modified, mnltiplied, resonant in a 
thousand Runic echoes, it rushed abroad like a 
blast into Britain. In Britain, the Arabic Sa^ 
racenic Ai'morlcan, and the Georgian Gothic 
Scandinavian mixed sound at last; and the 
dying suspirations of the Grecian and Latin 
literatures, the last low stir of the "Gesta 
Romanorum," with the apocryphal personations 
of lost authentic voices, breathed up togethei- 
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through the fissures of the rent universe, to 
help the new intonation and accomplish the 
cadence. Genius was thrust onward to a new 
slope of the world. And soon, when simpler 
minstrels had sat there long enough to tune 
the ear of the time, — when Layamon and his 
successors had hummed long enough, like wild 
bees, upon the lips of our infant poetry predes- 
tined to eloquence, — then Robert Langlande, 
the monk, walking for cloister "by a wode's 
eyde," on the Malvern Hills, took counsel with 
his holy "Plowman," and sang of other visions 
than their highest ridge can show. While we 
write, the woods upon those beautiful hiils are 
obsolete, even as Langlande's verses; ecai'cely a 
shrub grows upou the hills! but it is well for 
the thinkers of England to remember reverently, 
while, taking thought of her poetry, they stand 
among the gorae, — that if we may boast now of 
more honored localities, of Shakespeare's " rocky 
Avon," and Spenser's " soft-streaming Thames," 
and Wordsworth's " Rydal Mere," still our first 
holy poet-ground is there. 

But it is in Chaucer we touch the true height, 
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and look abroad into tlie kingdoms and glories 
of our poetical iiteratiire, — it is with Ciiaucer 
tliat we begin our " Boolte of tlie Poets," our 
collections and selections, our piide of place &ncl 
name. And tlie genius of the poet shares the 
character of his position : he was made for an 
early poet, and the metaphors of dawn and 
spring doubly become him, A morning-stav, a 
lark's exaltation, cannot asher in a glory better. 
The "cheerful morning face," "the breezy call 
of incense-breathing morn," you recognize in 
his countenance and voice : it is a voice full of 
promise and pi'ophecy. He is the good omen 
of our poetry, the " good bird," according to the 
Romans, "the best good angel of the spring," 
the nightingale, according to his own creed of 
good luck, heard before the cuckoo. 

Up rose tlie siimie, and uprose Emilie, 

and uprose her poet, the first of a line of kings, 
ccn=!Cious of fututity in his smile He is a king 
and iiiheiUs the eaith and evjands Ih great 
soul smilingh to embiice hia gieat heritage. 
Nothing 11 too h _,ii tii hi i t t ULh with a 
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thoiigliL, nothing too low to dower witli an af- 
fection. As a complete creature cognate of life 
aod death, lie cries upon God, — as a sympathetic 
creature he singles out a daisy from the nniTcrsc 
("si douce est lamaigueiite'), to lie down by 
halt ■» eummei's day and bkes Jt foi fellowship 
Hi8 scDscs aie open '»nd dehuite, like a young 
child e — his sensibilitiea capacious of supeisen 
sual relations, like an expeiienced thmkei's 
Child hke, too, his tears and smiles he ■it tho 
edge of his eyei, and he is one pi oof moie 
amon„ the manj, that the deepest pathos and 
the quickest gayetjea hide together in the same 
mture Ho is too wikeful and cuuous to lose 
the Stirling of a leaf, yet not too wide twiLe to 
see visions of giecn ind white ladits between 
the bianchesj ind ■> fail house of ftme ind a 
noble court of love are bnilt and holden in the 
winking of his eyelash. And because his im- 
agination is neither too "high fantastical" to 
refiise proudly the gravitation of the earth, nor 
too " light of love" to lose it careiessly, he can 
create as well as dream, and work with clay as 
well as cloud; and when his men and wouJen 
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stand close by the aotual ones, your etop-watcli 
shall reckon no difference in the beating of tlieii- 
hearts. He knew the secret of nature and art, 
— that truth is beauty, — and saying "I will 
make 'A Wife of Bath' as well as EmiHe, and 
you shall remember her as long," we do remem- 
ber her as long. And he sent us a train of pil- 
grims, each with a distinct individuality apart 
from the pilgrimage, all the way from South- 
wark and the Tabard Inn, to Canterbury and 
Becket's shrine ; and their laughter comes never 
to an end, and their talk goes on with the stars, 
and all the railroads which may intersect the 
spoilt earth forever, cannot bush the "tramp, 
ti-amp" of their horses' feet. 

Controversy is provocative. We cannot help 
observing, because cei-tain critics observe other- 
wise, that Chaucer uttei-s as true music as ever 
came from poet or musician ; that some of the 
sweetest cadences in all our English are extant 
in his — -"swete upon his tongue" in completest 
modidation. Let "Denham's strength and 
Waller's sweetness join" tlie lo pjean of a later 
age, the " eurekamen" of Pope and his genera- 
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lion. Not one of the "Queen Anne's men," 
measuring out tuneful breath upon tlieii' fingers, 
like ribbons tor topknots, did know the ait of 
vei'sifiention as the old rude Chaucer knew it. 
Call him rude for the picturesquenesa of the 
epithet ; but hia verse has, at least, as much reg- 
ularity in the sense of tvoe ail, and more man- 
ifestly in proportion to oitr increasing acqudnt- 
ance with his dialect and pronunciation, as can 
be discovered or dreamed in the French school. 
Critics indeed have set up a system baaed Hpon 
the crushed atoms of first principles, maintaining 
that poor Chaucer wrote by accent only ! Gi'anl 
to them that he counted no vereea on his fingera ; 
grant that he never disciplined his highest 
thoughts to walk up and doivn in a paddock — 
ten paces and a turn ; grant that his singing is 
not after the likeness of their singsong: but 
there end your admissions. It is our ineffaceable 
impression, in fact, that the whole theory of ac- 
cent and quantity held in relation to ancient 
and modern poetry stands upon a fellaey, tottei's 
rather than stands; and that when considered 
in connection with such old moderns as our 
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Chaucer, tho fallaciousDCSs is especially apparent. 
Chancer wrote by qnantity, juat as Homer did 
before him, just as Goethe did after him, just as 
all poets must. Rules differ, principles are iden- 
tical. All rhythm presupposes quantity. Organ- 
pipe or harp, the musician plays by time. Greek 
or English, Chaucer or Pope, the poet sings by 
time. What is tbis accent but a stroke, an em- 
phasis, with a successive pause to make complete 
the timef And what is the difference between 
this accent and quantity but the difference be- 
tween a harp note and an orgaii-uote? other- 
wise, quantity expressed in different ways? It 
IS as easj foi matter to subsist out of space, as 
music out of time. 

Side by side with Chaucei- comes Gower, wlio 
is ungratefully disregarded too often, because 
side by side with Chaucer. He who rides in 
the Idng's chariot will miss the people's "hie 
est." Could Gower be considered apait, there 
might be found signs in him of an independent 
royalty, however his fate may seem to lie in 
waiting forever in his brother's antechambei", 
likeNapoleon'stamekings, Tospeak ourmind, 
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he has been much undervalued. He is nailed 
to a comparative degree ; and everybody seems 
to make it a condition of spealting of him, that 
something be called inferior within him, and 
something superior out of him. He is laid 
down flat, as a dark background for "throwing 
out" Chaucer's lights; he is used as a irov (ttw 
for leaping up into the empyrean of Chaucer's 
praise. This is not jiist nor worthy. His prin- 
cipal poero, the " Cowfessio Amantis," preceded 
the " Canterbury Tales," and proves an abun- 
dant iancy, a full head and full heart, and neither 
ineloquent. We do not pi'aise its design, — in 
which the fether-confessor is set upas a story- 
teller, like the bishop of Tricca " avec I'fime," 
like the cardinal de Retz, " !e moins ecd^sias- 
tique du monde," — while we admit that he tells 
his stories as if born to the manner of it, and 
that they are not much the graver, nor, perad- 
venture the holier either, for the circumstance 
of the confessoi'ship. They ai'e indeed told 
gracefully and pleasantly enough, and if with 
no superfluous life and gesture, with an active 
sense of beaiity in some aoilr, and as flowing a 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



rliytlim as may bear compai'ison with many oc- 
tosyllabics of our day ; Chaucer himaelf having 
done more honor to their woith as stoiies 
than we cau do in our praise, by adopting and 
crowning several of their number for king's sons 
within his own palaces. And this recalls that, 
at the opening of one glorious felony, the Man 
of Lawe's tale, he has written, a little unlaw- 
fully and ungratefully considering the connec- 
tion, some lines of havsh significance upon poor 
Gower, — whence has been conjectured by the 
gray gossips of criticism, a literary jealousy, an 
unholy enmity, nothing less than a soul-chasm 
between the contemporary poets. We believe 
nothing of it ; no, nor of the Shakespeare and 
Jonson feud after it : 

To alle anch cursed stories we saie fy 

That Chaucer wrote in irritation is clear: 
that he was angiy seriously and lastingly, or 
beyond the pastime of passion spent in a verse 
as provoked by a verse, there appears to us no 
reason tor crediting. But our idea of the na- 
ture of the initation will expound itself in our 
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idea of the offence, which is here in Dau Gow- 
er'8 proper words, as extracted from the Ladie 
Venus's speech in the " Confesaio Amantis." 

And grete well Chaucer whan ye mete. 
Am mj disciple and poete ! — 



Forthy now in his ddes old, 
Thou shalt him telle this message, 
That he upon his latter age. 
To sette an ende of alle his werke, 
As he who is mine ownS clerke, 
Do malce his testament of love. 



Wo would not slander Chaucer's temper, — 
we believe, on the contrary, that he had the 
sweetest temper in the world, — and still it is 
our conviction, none the weaker, that he was 
far from being entirely pleased by this "mes- 
sage," We are sure he did not like the mes- 
sage, and not many poets would. His " elvish 
countenance" might well grow dark, and " his 
sugred mouth" speak somewhat sourly, in re- 
sponse to such a message. Decidedly, in our 
owi] opinion, it was an impertinent message, a 
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provocative nies-im,, i mfst innvfU'iAlc anil 
odious message ' Waxing hottBi ou(&t,heij the 
longer we think of it, Iheie h the moie evcuse 
for Chaucer. For, considei, gentle leailei 1 
this indecoroui mesiige pieeeded the ippeii 
aoce of the Cdnteibuiy Tales, and pioceeded 
from a rival poet m the a<.t ot completing his 
piineipal work, — its pHiii signihcanoe being " I 
have done my poem, and jou cannot do loms 
because you aie eupeiannuated " And tins, 
while the j,ie*it poet wWiessel was looking 
toiwud fiiithei than the visible hoiizon, his 
\(s diUted uith a mi^Thty yu p se And to 
be counselled by this to shut them foreootb, 
•md talie lia iioik anl dog and pla e in the 
valle}s hke ■* gri^ si epheid of the Pyrenees — 
he who ielt lis toot stiongei upon the heights! 
he, with no wrinkle on hia forehead deep 
enough to touch the outermost of inward 
smooth dreams — he, in the divine j'outh of his 
healthy soul, in the quenchless love of his em- 
bracing sympathies, in the untired working of 
bis perpetual energies,— to "make an ende of 
alle his werke" and be old, as if he wure not a 
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poet! "Go to, O vain man," — wc do not 
reckon the age of the poet'a soul by tbe shadow 
on the dial ! Enongh that it falls upon ins 
grave. 

Occleve and Lydgate both breathed the- air 
oi' the world while Chaucei' breathed it, al- 
though surviving him ao long as rather to take 
standiDg as his succeesora than contemporaries. 
Both called bim " master" with a faithful re- 
verting tenderness, and, however we are bound 
to distinguish Lydgate as the higher poet of 
the two, Occleve's "Alas" may become the 
other's lips—- 

Mas, that thou thine excellent prudeneo 
111 thy bed mortell mightest not bequeath I 

For alas I it was not bequeathed. Lydgate's 
Thebaid, attached by its introduction to the 
" Canterbury Tales," gives or enforces the 
occasion for sighing comparisons with the mas- 
ter's picturesque vivacity, while equally in deli- 
cacy and intensenesa we admit no progi'ess in 
the disciple. He does, in fact, appear to us so 
much overrated by the critics, that we are 
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tempted to extend to his poetry hia i 
h dress, — 



I wear a habit of perfection 

Although my life agree not with that eame, 

and to opine concerning the praise and poetry 
taken together, that the latter agrees not with 
that same. An elegant poet — " poeta elegans" 
— was he called by the courteous Pits, — a ques- 
tionable compliment in most cases, while the ap- 
plication in the paiticular one agrees not with 
that same. An improver of the language he is 
granted to be by alt ; and a voluminous writer 
of respectable faculties, in his position, could 
scarcely help being so: be has flashes of genius, 
but they are not prolonged to the point of 
warming the soul,— can strike a bold note, bat 
fails to hold it on,— attains to moments of 
power and pathos, but wears, for working days, 
no habit of perfection. 

These are our thoughts of Lydgate ; and yet 
when he ceased his singing, none sang better ; 
there was silence in the land. In Scotland, 
indeed, poet-tongues were not all mute; the 
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aif across the borders " gave deliglit and hurt 
not." Here in tlie South it was otherwise: and 
iinkss we embrace in our desolation such poems 
as the rhyming chronicles of Harding and Fabi- 
an, we must hearken for music to the clashing 
of "Bilboa blade*," and be content that the 
wai's of the red and white roses should silence 
the warbling of the nightingales. That figure 
dropped to our pen's point, and the reader may 
accept it as a figure — as no more. To illustrate 
by figares the times and the seasons of poetical 
manifestation and decay, is at once easier and 
move I'easonable than to attempt to account for 
thstn by causes. We do not believe that poets 
multiply in peace-time like sheep and sheaves, 
nor that they fly, like partridges, at the first 
beating of the drum; and we do believe, having 
a previous faith in the pneumatic character of 
their gift, that the period of Its bestowment is 
not subject to tbe calculations of our philosophy. 
Let, therefore, tbe long silence fi-om Chaucei- 
and his disciples down to the sixteenth century, 
be left standing as a faet undisturbed by any 
good I'easoiis for its existence, or by any other 
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company than some iiai'mless metaphor — hai'in- 
less and ineffectual as a glow-worm's glitter at 
the foot of a colossal statue of Harpocrates. 
Call it, if you please, as Warton does, a "nip- 
ping fiost succeeding a premature spring;" or 
call it, because we would not think our Ciiaiicer 
premature, or the silence crael — the tvance of 
English Poetry: her breath, once emitted crea- 
tively, indrawn and retained, — herself sinking 
into deep sleep, like the mother of Apollonius 
before the glory of a vision, to awaken, to leap 
up .(e^s9ope says Philostratua, the nan-ator) in a 
flowery meadow, at the clapping of the white 
wings of a chorus of encircling swans. Wo shall 
endeavor to realize this awaking. 

Is Hawes a swan ? a black (letter) swan ? 
Certain voices will "say nay, say nay;" and 
already, and without our provocation, he seems 
to us unjustly depreciated. Warton was called 
"the indulgent historian of our poetry," for 
being so kind as to discover " one fine line" in 
in him! What name must the over-kind have, 
in whose susceptible memories whole passages 
stand up erect, claiming the epithet or the like 
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ol:' the epithet,— and that, lesa as tlie largess of 
the indulgent than the debt of the j«st ? Yet 
Langlande'a "Kers Plowman," aud Chaucer's 
"Hooae of Fame," and Lydgate'a "Temple of 
Glasse," and the "Pastyme of Plesure," by Ste- 
phen Hawes, are the four columnar marbles, the 
four allegorical poen^ on whose foundation is 
exalted into light the great allegorical poem of 
the world, Spenser's "Faery Queen," There 
was a force of suggestion which preceded Sack- 
ville's, and Hawes uttered it. His work is very 
grave for a pastime, being a course of instruc- 
tion upon the seven sciences, the trivium and 
quadrivium of the schools; whereby Grand 
Amour, scholar and hero, wooing and winning 
Belle Pucelle, marries her according to the 
" lex ecclesim,''^ is happy " all the vest of hie life" 
by the lex of all matrimonial romances, — and at 
leisure and in old age, dies by the l&a naturm. 
He tells his own stoiy quite to an end, includ- 
ing the particulars of his funeral and epitaph ; 
and is considerate enough to leave the reader 
in full ai^urance of hie posthumous reputation. 
And now let those who smile at the design 
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dismiss ttieir levity before the poet's uttei'- 

mortall Mke you may beliolde and see 
Howe I lye liere, sometime a miglity knight. 
The ende of joye and all prosperitie 
Is death at last thoroueli tis course and might. 
After tlie day there Cometh the dark night, 
For thongh the day appear ever bo long, 
At last the bell ringeth to men eong. 

— it " ringeth" in om- ear with a soft and Bolemn 
music to which the soul is prodigal of echo^. 
We may answer for the poetic faculty of its 
" maker." He is, in fact, not merely ingenious 
and fanciful, but abounds — the word with an 
allowance for the unhappiness of his subject, ia 
scarcely too Btroiig,^with passages of thought- 
ful sweetness and cheerful tenderness, at which 
we are constrained to smile and sigh, and both 
for " pastyme." 

Was never payne hut it }iad joye at last 
In the fayre morrow. 

There ia a lovely cadence 1 And then Amour's 
courtship of his " swete ladie" — a " oynosuve" 
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149 TtTE BodK OF THE ^nE■ra. 

before Milton's ! — conducted as simply, yet 
touchingly, aa If he were innocent of tbe seven 
deadly sciences, and knew no more of " the 
Ladj'o Gramraere" than might become a troii- 

O BWete ladte, the true and perfect stai' 
Of my tme heart I Oh, take ye now pitie ! 
Think on iiiy poyne which am tofore you here — 
With your BWete eyes behold you me, and see 
How thought and woe by great estxemitie 
Hath changed my colour into pale and wan ! 
It was not 80 when I to love hegan. 

The date assigned to this "Pastyme of Ples- 
nre" Is 1506, some tifty yea a beto e the I 1 
of Spenser, Whethe t w as w tte n i n f 
Spenser, jndge ye ! To tl e | ese t ^e e at o 
it is covered deep \ tl tl e dust ot o e tl an 
three centuries, and te to g e tak abo e the 
place, — " what lies here?" 

Barclay is our next swan; and verily might 
be mistaken, in any sort taken, by naturalists, 
for a crow. He is our first writer of eclogues, 
the translator of the "Sbip of Fools," and a 
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tliinkw of Ilia own thoughts wiih siiffiuicnt iii- 
trepi(5ity. 

Skeltoii "floats double, swan and shadow," us 
poet laareate of the TJniveraity of Oxfoi'd, and 
"royal orator" of Henry VII. He presents 
a sti-ange specimen of a court-poet, and if, a* 
Erasmus says, " Britannicarum litei'arum inmen" 
at the same time, — the light is a pitchy toich 
light, wild and rough. Yet we do not dtapist 
Skelton ; despise him? it n ere etsiei to hate 
The man is veiy strong; he tuumphs foams is 
rabid, in the sense of strength , he mesrae zes 
our soula with the sense ot stien^th— it is is 
easy to despise a wild beait m the f lest is 
John Skelton, poet lauieate He it w li' e a 
wild beast, as a poet laureate can be In liis 
wonderful dominion over language, he tears it, 
as with teeth and paws, ravenously, savagely: 
devasting rather than creating, dominant rather 
for liberty than for dignity. It is the very 
sans-culottism of eloquence; the oratory of a 
Silenus drunk with anger only. Mark him as 
the sntyr of poets! fear him as the Juvenal of 
satyvs! and watdi him with his rugged, rapid, 
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jiiRluresque savagencss, his " breathless rhymes," 
to Hse the fit ])hrase of tlie satii'ist Hall, or — 

His rliymes all ragged, 

Tattered, and jagged, 
to use his own, — climbing the high trees of 
Delphi, and pelting from thence his victim 
nndernealh, whether priest or cardinal,- with 
rough-rinded apples ! And then ask, could he 
write otherwise than so? The answer is this 
opening to his poem of the " Bouge of Court," 
and the impression inevitable, of the serious 
sense of beauty and harmony to which it gives 

In autumn when the sun in lirgine 

By radiant heat enripened hath our corne, 

When Luna, full of mutabilitie, 

Aa emperes3, the diadem hath worne 

Of onr pole Arctic, smiling as in ecom 

At our fiilie and our nnstedfastnesse — 

but oar last word of Skelton must be, that we 
do not doubt his influence for good upon our 
language. He was a writer singnlai'ly fitted for 
beating out the knots of the cordage, and strain- 
ing the lengths to extension ; a rough H-oiker at 
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rougli »orlt. Strong, rougli Skelton! We can 
no more deride him than my good lord cardinal 
could. If our critical eyebrows must motion 
contempt at somebody of the period, we choose 
Tiisaer, and his five hundred points of good 
husbandry and housewifery. Whatever we say 
of Tusser, no fear of harming a poet, — 

Make ready a, bin 
For chaff to lie in, 

and there may be room therein, in compliment 
to the author of the proposition, for his own 

Lord Surrey passes as the tune to E 
glish nearly up to its present it of del ci j 
and smoothn^s; and we al n t ti at he had a 
melody in his thoughts 1 h they da ed ot 
disobey. That he is, as his bee alleged by a 
chief critic, " our first met ical w te 1 es ot 
in our creed; and e-ven Tabervillei mo e 
measui-ed praise, — 

Oiii motliec tongue by Mm I ath ot yg 

That ruder speelie thereby la <i b. 

\V(i have ditticiilty in accepting. We venture to 
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be of opinion that he did not belong to that 
order of niaater-minds, with whom transitions 
originate, although qualified, by the quickness 
of a yielding grace, to assist effectually a transi- 
tional movement. There are nam^ which catch 
the proverbs of pi-aise as a hedge-thora catches 
sheep's wool, by position and approximation 
rather than adaptitude ; and this name is of 
them. Yet it is a high name. His poetry 
maltes the ear lean to it, it is so sweet and low ; 
the English he made it of, being ready to bo 
sweet, and falling ripe in sweetness into other 
hands than his. For the poems of his friend. 
Sir Thomas Wyatt, bave more thought, free- 
dom, and variety, more genera! earnestness, 
more of the attributes of raasterdom, than Lord 
Surrey's; while it were vain to reproach for 
lack of melody the writer of that loveliest lyrio, 
" My lute, be still." And Wyatt is various in 
metres, and the first song-writer (that praise we 
must secure to him) of his generation. For the 
rest, there is an inequality in the struetui-e of 
bis vei'ses which is very striking and observable 
in Surrey himself : asif the language, consciously 
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insecure in her position, were balancing lier ac- 
centual being and the forms of her pronancia- 
tion, half giddily, on the very turning point of 
transition. Take from Wyatt such a stanza as 
this, for instance, — 

Tlie long lore that in Toy thoughts I harbour 
And in my heart dotli keep Mb residence, 
Into my face pressetL, with bold pretence. 
And there rauupeth, displaying his banner. 



and oppose to it the next example, 
Pope- 

But I BIO. licrc in Kent and Christendom, 
Among the Muses ivhero I read and rhyme ; 
Where, if thou list, mine own John Poins, to come, 
Tliou shalt be judge how I do spend my time. 

It is well to mark Wyatt as a leader in the 
art of didactic poetic composition under the 
epistolary form, "sternly milde" (as Surrey said 
of his countenance) in the leaning toward satire. 
It is very well to mark many of his songs as of 
exceeding beauty, and as preserving clear their 
touching simplicity from that of over-curious 
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conceits whiuh infest his writings generally. 
That was the plague of Italian literature trans- 
mitted by contagion, together with better things 
— together with the love of loye-lore, and ihu 
sonnet structure, the summer-bower for one fair 
thought, delighted in and naturalized in England 
by Wyatt and SuiTcy. For the latter, — 

From Tuscane came Mb ladye's worthy race ; 

and his Muse as well as his Gevaldine. Drops 
from Plato's cup, pacing through Petrarch's, 
not merely perfumed and colored but diluted by 
the medium, we find in Surrey's cup also. We 
must not underpraise Surrey to balance the 
ovei'praise we murmur at. Denying him su- 
premacy as a reformer, the denial of his poetic 
nobleness is iar from us. We attribute to him 
the chivalry of the light ages; we call him a 
scholastic troubadour. The longest and most 
beautiful of his poems ("describing the lover's 
whole state") was a memory in the mind of 
Milton when he wrote his Allegro. He has 
that measure of pathos whose expression is no 
gestui'C of passion, but the sMlful fingei-ing on 
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a well-tuned lute. He affocta us at worst not 
painfully, and 

With easie sighs sucli. as folks <lrBw in love. 

He wrote the Urst English blank vei-se, in his 
translation of two books of the .^neid. He 
leads, in seeming, to the ear of the world, and 
bj piedestination of "popalar bieMh,' that little 
choiil swan chant wbioh, swelled by Wyatt, 
Vans, Bryan, and otheii brake the common 
iiT in the dajs of the eighth Heniy And he 
fulfilled in sonow hia aniidedfite as a poet, his 
sun going down it noon — and the cleft head, 
with its fan youthful cuils, tesUfymg like that 
f'lbled held of Oipheus, to the musn, of the liv- 
ing tongue 

back\ille LoilDotset takes uj the new blank 
verse from the lips ot biirrey, and turns it to its 
right use of tragedy. We cannot say that he 
does fof it much more. His " Gorboduc," with 
some twenty years between it and Shakespeare, 
is farther from the true drama in verification 
and all the rest, than "Gammer Gurton" is from 
" Goi-boduc." Sackville's blank vci-sc, like Lord 
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Surrey's before him, is only heroic verse with- 
out rhyme : and we must say so in relation to 
Gaseoigne, who wi'ote the second blank verse 
tragedy, the " Jocasta," and the firat Wank verse 
original poem, "The Stele Glass." The secret 
of the blank verse of Shakespeare, and Fletcher, 
and Milton, did not dwell with them : the arched 
cadence, with its artistic key-stooe and under- 
flood of broad continuous sound, was never 
achieved nor attempted by its first buildei's. 
We sometimes whisper in our silence that Mar- 
lowe's "brave sublunary" instincts should have 
gi-oped that way. But no ! Chaucer had more 
sense of music in the pause than Marlowe had. 
Mai'lowe's rhythm is not, indeed, hard and 
stiff and uniform, like the sentences of " Gor- 
boduc," as if the pattern-one had been cut in 
boxwood : there is a difierence between unifor- 
mity and monotony, and he found it ; his ca- 
dence revolves like a wheel, progi'essively if 
slowly and heavily, and with ai o b c 1 <r aiid- 
eiir of unbroken and unvar el n s c 

It i-emains to us to speak ot t! e o k by 
which Sackville is better kno i tl a bj Gor- 
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boduc," — the " Min-ov for Magistrates." The 
design of it has been strangely prdsed, seeing 
that whatevei' that peculiar merit were, Lyd- 
gate'a "Fall of Prinees" certainly cast the 
shadow before. But Saebville's commencement 
of the execution proved the master's hand; and 
that the great canvas fell abandoned to the 
blurri: £ i 1 f d q t d j 1 s, 
ill-fortu con f sat d d q t ly 1 1 tl I 
attribiit d t th I d t n— f 1 
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trapt 1 



" blanket of his dai-k," and will 



not drop his mantle for the sun. Spenser's 
basiness is with the lights of the world, and 
the lights beyond the world. 

Ent this Sackrille, this Earl of Doraet, (" Oh, 
a fair earl was hel") stands too low for ad- 
measurement with Spenser; and we must look 
back, if covetous of compaiisons, to some one of 
a loftier and more kingly stature. We must 
look back fai-, and stop at Chaucer, Spenser 
and Chancer do naturally remind us of each 
other, they two being the most cheerful-hearted 
of the poets — with whom cheerfulness, as an 
attribute of poetry, is scarcely a common gift. 
But the world will be upon us I The world 
moralizes of late and in its fashion, upon the 
immorality of mournful poems, upon the crimi- 
nality of " melodious tears," upon the morbid- 
ness of the sorrows of poets, — because Lord 
Byron was morbidly sorrowful, and because a 
crowd of liis ephemeral imitators hung their 
heads al! on one side and were sincerely sor- 
rowful. The fact, however, has been, apart 
from Lord Byron and his disciples, that the " oi 
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at" of Apollo's flower is vocally sad in tlie pre- 
vdling raajovity of poetical compositions. The 
philosophy is, perhaps, that the poetic tempera- 
ment, halfway between the light of the ideal 
and the darkness of the real, aud rendered by 
each more sensitive to the other, and unable, 
without a struggle, to pass out elear and calm 
into either, bears the impress of the necessary 
conflict in dost and blood. The philosophy 
may be, that only the stronger spirits do accom- 
plish this victory, having lordship over their 
own genius; whether they accomplish it by 
looking bravely to the good ends of evil things, 
which is the practical ideal, and possible to all 
n\en in a measure — or by abstracting the iowai'd 
sense from sensual things and their influences, 
which is subjectivity perfected — or by glorify- 
ing sensual things with the inward sense, which 
is objectivity transfigured — or by attaining to 
the highest vision of the idealist, which is sub- 
jectivity turned outward into an actual objec- 

To the last triumpli, Shakespeare attained; 
but Chaucer and Spenser fulfilled their destiny 
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and grew to their loutual likeness aa cheerful 
poeta, by certain of the former processes. They 
tH'o are alike in their cheerfulness, yet are their 
cheerfulnesses most unlike. Each poet laughs; 
yet tlieii' laughters ring with as far a difference 
as the sheep-bell on the hill and the joy-bell in 
the dty. Each is earnest in his gladness : each 
active in persuading you of it. You are per- 
suaded, and hold each for a cheerful man. The 
whole difference is, that Chaucer has a cheerful 
humanity: Spenser a cheerful ideality. One, 
lejoioes walking on the sunny side of the street ; 
the other walking out of the street in a way of 
his own, kept green by a blessed vision. One, 
uses the adroitness of his fancy by distilling out 
of the Yisibie univei^e her occult smiles : the 
other, by fleeing beyond the possible frown, the 
occasions of natui'al ilia, to that " cave of cloud" 
where he may smile safely to himself. One, 
holds festival with men — seldom so coai-se and 
loud indeed, as to startle the deer from their 
gieen covert at Woodstock^or with homely 
Nature and her " douce Margueiite" low in the 
gi'asaes; the other adopts, for his playfellows. 
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imaginary or sijintua! existences, and will not 
say a woid to Nature herself, unless it please 
her to dress for his masque and speak daintily 
sweet and rare like a spirit. The human heart 
of one utters oracles; the ima^naiion of the 
other speaks for bis heart, and we miss uo 
prophecy. For music, we praised Chaucer's, 
!\nd not only as Dryden did, for a "Scotch 
tune," But never issued there from lip oi' 
instrument, or the tuned causes of nature, more 
lovely Kound than we gather from our Spenser's 
Art. His mouth is vowed away from the very 
possibilities of harshness Right leans to wiong 
in its excess. His rhythm is the eontmuitj of 
melody, not harmony, beeiuie tro smooth foi 
modulation — because "by his vow he diiLS 
not toucii a discord for the sake of consummat 
ing a harmony. It is the singing of ui ^ngel in 
a dream : it has not enough of contiaiy foi 
waking music. Of his gi eat poem we miy say , 
that we miss no humanlt^ in it, because we 
make a new humanity out of it and aie sitisficd 
iu our human hearts— a new humamiv ^nihed 
by the poet's life, movin^ in Hj ] \ ii t ii i t 
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ler TflE li r -r ITTE P( IV 

the chinting ot ] is tlio t,l ts, anil uj on _,i duii 1 
supeinatuially beaitified bv his Reuse ot the 
1 eautitul Afl an allea;oij, it eDchants U9 aw3\ 
fiom his own puipoies Una is Una to us , and 
'5<ins Foy is t tiaitor and EiTor is "an ugly 
monster, with a tayle;" and we thank no- 
body in the woild, not even Spenser, foi' trying 
to piove It otbeiwiiie Do we dispraise an al- 
legoiital piem bj thiowing off its allegory? 
we tiow not Piobibly certainly to oar im- 
piesHon, the highest tiiiimph of an allegory, 
fiom this ot the F'leiy Queen" down to the 
"Hlgrim'a Progress," is the abnegation of it- 
self. 

O those days of Elizabeth ! We call them 
the days of Elizabeth, but the glory fell over 
the ridge, in illustration of the half-century be- 
yond: those days of Elizabeth! Full were they 
of poets as the summer-days are of birds, — 

No branch on ivhicli a fino bird did not sit, 
No bird but his sweet song did shrilly sing, 
No song- but did contajno a loviily dit. 

We hear ol' the dramatists, and shall spcali of 
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them presently ; but the iyi'ic singers were yet 
more numerous, — there were singera in every 
cla^. Nevei' since the first nightingale brake 
voioe in Eden, arose such a jubilee-concert : 
never before nor since has such a crowd of true 
poets uttered true poetic speech in one day. 
Kot in England evermore t Not in Greece, 
that we know. Not in Rome, by what we 
know. Talk of their Angustan era — we will 
not talk of it, lest we desecrate our own of 
Elizabeth. The latter was rightly prefigured 
by our figure of the chorus of swans. It was 
besides the milky way of poetry; it was the 
miracle-age of poetical history. We may fency 
that the master-souls of Shakespeare and Spen- 
ser, breathing, stirring in divine emotion, shot 
vibratory life through other souls in electric 
association : we may hear in fancy, one wind 
moving every leaf in a forest — one voice re- 
sponded to by a thousand rock-echoes. Why, 
a common man walking through the earth in 
those days, grew a poet by position — even as a 
child's shadow cast upon a mountain slope is 
dilated to the aspect of a giant's. 
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If we, for our own parts, did enact si Brin- 
reus, we might count theae poets on the fingers 
of our hundred hands, after the fashion of the 
poeta of Queen Anne's time, counting their syl- 
lables. We do not talk of them as " feultless 
monstei-s," however wonderful in the multitude 
and vei-ity of their gifts : their faults were nu- 
meroTifi, too. Many poets of an excellent sweet- 
ness, thinking of poetry that, like love, 

It was to be all made of faalHsy,— 
fell poetry-sick, as they might tall love-sick, 
and knotted association?, far and free enough 
to girdle the eaith withal, into true love-knots 
of quaintest devices. Many poets aifected nov- 
elty rather than truth; and many attained to 
novelty rather by attitude than altitude, wheth- 
er of thought or word. Worst of ail, many 
were incompetent to Sir Philip Sidney's or- 
deal — the translation of their verses into proae 
— and o Id ha e pe shed tte ly by th^t hot 
plo hsJ a e btill tl e at al healthy eye 
tu ns to Fi d the 1 gl t 1 1 let e call g t 
c am ema ns tl e d st g &h ng ot 1 e 
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Love and honor to the poets of Elizabeth — 
honor and love to them all! Honor even to 
the iellow-workers with Sackville iii the " Mir- 
ror for Magistrates," to Ferrei-s, Churchyard, 
and others, who had their hand upon the ofe if 
they did not clasp it! and to Warnei-, the poet 
of Albion's England, singing snatches of bal- 
lad-patlios, whDo he worked for the most part 
heavily, too, with a bowed back as at a stiff soil 
— and to Gaacoigne, reflecting beauty and light 
from his "Stele Glass," though his "Fruites of 
War" are scarcely fruits from Parna^us— and 
to Daniel, tender and noble, and teaching, in 
his " Musophilus," the chivalry of poets, though 
in his " Civil Wars," somewhat too historical, 
as Drayton has written of him — and to Dray- 
ton, generous in the "Polyolbion" of his poet- 
blessing on every hill and river through this 
fair England, and not ineloquent in his Heroical 
Epistles, though somewhat tame and ievel in 
his " Barons' Wars" — and to the two brother 
Fletchers, Giles andPhineas, authors of "Christ's 
Victory" and "The Purple Island," for whom 
the Muse's kiss followed close upon the motli- 
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er's, gifting their lips with no vulgar music 
and their house with that noble kinsman, 
Fletcher the dramatist I Honor, too, to Davies, 
who "reasoned in verae" with a strong mind 
and strong enunciation, though he wrote one 
poem on the Sout and another on Dancing, and 
concentrated the diverging rays of intellect and 
folly in his sonnets on the reigning Astrasa — 
and to Fulke Greville, Lord Brooke, who had 
deep thoughts enough to accomplish ten poets 
of these degenerate days, though because of 
some obscurity in their expression you would 
find some twenty critics " full of oaths" by the 
pyj'amids, that they ail meant nothing — and to 
Chambeilayne, picturesque, imaginative, ear- 
nest (by no means dramatic) in his poetic ro- 
mance of " Pharonnida," though accumulative 
to excess of figures, and pedantic in such verbal 
learning as " entheon charms," the " catagraph" 
of a picture, the " exagitations and congestions 
of elements," et eic omnia/ — to Chalkhilj, wrapt, 
even bound, "in softLydian airs," till himself, 
as well as his Clearchus and TheaJma, fall asleep 
in involutions of harmony — and to Browne, 
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Homcthliig languid in liis " Hntamiia's I'ns- 
torala," by sitting in tlie sun witli Guarini and 
Mai'ini, and " perplext in the extreme" by a 
thousand images and sounds of beauty calling 
bim across the dewy fields— and to Wither, 
author of the " Shepherd's Hunting," and how 
niucii else? Wither, who wrote of poetry like 
a poet, and in return has been diahoaored and 
misprised by some of his own kind — a true sin- 
cere poet of blessed oracles I Honor, love, and 
praise to him and all! May pai'don come ti> iis 
from the unnamed. 

Honor also to the translators of poems— to 
such as Chapman and Sylvester — gi-eat hearts, 
interpretera of gieat hearts, and afterwards 
worthily thanked by the Miitons, and Popes, 
and Keats's, for theii gift of greatness to the 
language of their England. 

Honor, to the satirists! to Marston, who 
struck boldly and coarsely at an offence from 
the same level with the offender — to Hall, pre- 
serving his own elevation, and flashing down- 
wardly those thick lightnings in which we smell 
the sulphur — and to Donne, whose instinct to 
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beauty ovurcarne the resolution of lii« s;itii-ie ■ 
humor. 

Honor, again, to the singers of brief poems, 
to the lyrists and aonnetteers ! O Shakespeare, 
let thy name rest gently among them, perfum- 
ing the place. We "swear" that these sonnets 
and songs do verily breathe, " not of themselves, 
but thee;" and we recognize and bless them as 
sliort sighs from thy large poetic heart, burdened 

th d oe tisi at o s O ra e Ben Jo n 
let u ha e tl y song o o led each th a 
sphe cal tbo gl t an 1 the ly ics f on tl V 
masques i] e w tl lea ned £i la j a d tl e 
ep 1 s keen a d qna nt und thj nolle 
ep a[l u de vlicl tie deid se n s r 
Flet 1 er t! o -^h It be w th s— [ opi et f 
Con tn 1 P e o&o ^ d ly th nl alat 
f om tl e Jou t of t! e be'* t f I speak ng t 

Illy tl o git \on thougl t ne sure pon 
n eas re as the 1 1 s ga beca ae 1 s o n 
p ce s lovely to him ** Iney t e 1 n gl t 
a d IHntastc poet who so 1 1 1 too c 
ously inqnii-e the fashion of the beautiful — the 
*Ushion rather than the secret, — but leil us 
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in one line, the completest "Ars Poetiwi" e-\- 

" Foolo, snyde my Muse to mee, lookc in thioe heart, 

thy name be llimous in all England sind Arca- 
dia ! And Raleigh, tender and strong, of voice 
fiweet enough to answer that " Passionate Shep- 
,herd," yet trumpet-shrill to speak the "Soul's 
errand " thriihug the depths of our own ! having 
hoaor and suffering aa became a poet, from the 
foot of the Lady of England light upon his uloak, 
to the cloak of his executioner wrapping redly 
his breathless corpse, Marlowe, — we must not 
forget his "Shepherd" in his tragedies: and 
" Come live with me" sounds passionately still 
through the dead cold centuries. And Drum- 
mond, the over-praised and under-praised,— a 
passive poet, if we may use the phraseology, — 
who was not c-arefal to achieve greatness, but 
whose natural pulses bent music, and with whom 
the consciousness of life was the sentiment ot 
beauty. And Lyly, shinen fiom the sins of 
his Euphiips, with a quaint gtice in hi-, soni^s. 
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and Doniio, who takes his place naturally In this 
new class, having a dumb angel, and knowing 
more noble poetry than he articulates. Herrick, 
the Ariel of poets, sucking " where the bee 
sucks" from the roae-heart of nature, and re- 
producing the fragrance idealized ; and Carew, 
using all such fr^rance as a courtly essence, 
with less of self-abandonment and more of arti- 
ficial application ; and Herbert, with his face as 
the face of a spirit, dimly bright; and fantastic 
Quarlea, in rude and gi'aphic gesticulation, ex- 
pounding Terity and glory ; and Breton, and 
Turberville, and Lodge, and Hall {not the sati- 
rist), and all the hundred swans, nameless ov 
too numerous to be named, of that Cayster of 
the rolling time. 

Then, high in the miraculous climax, come 
the dramatists — from whose sinews was knit the 
overcoming strength of our literature over all 
the nations of the world. "The drama is tbe 
executive of literature," said De Stael : and the 
Greek's "action, action, action," we shall not 

honor from tbem ! 
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We must take a few steps backwaid for posi- 
tion's sake, and then be satisfied with a rapid 
glance at the Drama. From the days of Nor- 
man William, the representations called Mys- 
teries and Moralities had come and gone with- 
out a visible poet ; and Skeiton appears before 
us almost the first English claimant of a dramatic 
reputation, with the authorship of the interladea 
of" Magnificence" and the " Nigromansir," The 
latter is chiefly famous for Wai'ton's affirmation 
of having held it in his hands, giving courteous 
occasion to Ritson's denial of its existence; and 
our own palms having never been crossed by the 
silver of either, we cannot prophesy on the de- 
gree of individual honor involved in the literary 
claim. Bale, one of the eighth Henry's bishops, 
was an active composer of Moralities ; and John 
Heywood, hii royal jester and "author of that 
very merry interlude" called The Four J^&, 
united in bis meriiment that caustic sense with 
that lively ease, which have not been too com- 
mon ance in his accomplished dramatic pos- 
terity. Yet those who in the bewildennunt of 
their admirations (or senses) attribute to John 
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Hey wood the "Pinner of Wakefield," are move 
obviously — we are sorely tempted to add move 
ridiculously — wrong, than those who attribute 
it to Shakespeare. The Canon of Windsot'a 
"Ralph Roygter Doyater," and the Bishop of 
Bath and Wells's " Gammer Gurton," followed 
each other close into light, the earliest modern 
cfimedies, by the force of the "dme eedhiasti 
que." A little after came Ferrys, memorialized 
by Puttenham as "the principall man of his pro- 
fession" (of poetry), and "of no lesse myrthe 
and felicitie than John Heywood, but of much 
more ekille and magnificence in his meter." 
But seeing that even Oblivion forgot Ferrys, 
leaving his name and Puttenham's praise when 
she defaced his works, and seeing, too, the 
broad freedom of the earlier, however episcopal 
writers, we find ourselves in an unwilling pos- 
ture of recognition before Edwards, as the finit 
extant regular dramatist of England. It is a pit- 
iful beginning. 27t6 Four P's would "be a move 
welcome A to us. They express move power 
.with their inai-ticulate roughness, than does this 
Damon and Pythias, with its rhymed, loitering 
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Irigiditj', or even tliaii this Palamon and Arcite, 
in wliioli the sound of the hunting horn i-a^t ioto 
ecstasy the too gracious sou! of Queen Elizabeth, 
But Sir John Davies's divine Asti-sea was, at 
that gray dawn of her day, ignorant of greater 
poets; and we ("happy in this") go on toward 
them. After Edwards, behold SackviUe with 
that "Gorboduc" we have named, the first 
blank verse tragedy we can name, praised by 
Sidney for its exemplary preservation of the 
unitifs and for "climbing to the height of 
Seneca hia stile," — tight-fitting praise, consider- 
ing that the compoation is high enough to ac- 
count for its snow, and cold enough to emulate 
the Roman's. And after Sackville, behold the 
first dramatic geniuses, in juxtaposition with the 
first dramatists — PeeJe, and Kyd, mad as hiij 
own Hieronimo (we will grant it to such ci'itics 
as are too utterly in their senses), only — 

Wlien he is mad, 
Tlicn, metliinkB, he is a brave fellow 1 

and then, methinks, and by such madness, the 
possibility of a Shakespeare was revealed. Kyd's 
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blank verso is probably the first breaking of 
tlie true soil ; and cei-tainly fai- better and more 
dramatic than Marlowe'a is, — crowred poet as 
the latter stands before us — poet of the English 
Fanstus, which we will not talk of against the 
German, nor set up its grand, luxuiious, melan- 
choly devil against Goethe's subtle, biting, Vol- 
tairish devil, each being devil after its kind, — 
the poet of the Jew which Shakespeare drew 
(not), yet a true Jew " with a berde," — and the 
poet of the fii'st historical drama, — since the 
"Gorboduc" scarcely can he called one, Mar- 
lowe was more essentially a poet than a drama- 
tist; and if the j-emark appear self-evident and 
universally applicable, we will take its reverse 
in Kyd, who was more essentially, with all his 
di-amatic faults, a dramatist than a poet. Pass- 
ing fioni the sound of the elemental monotonies 
of the rhythm of Marlowe, we cannot pause 
before Nash and Greene to distinguish their 
characteristics. It is enough to name these 
names of gifted dramatists, who lived, or at least 
wrote, rather before Shakespeare than with him, 
and helped to make him credible. Throngh 
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thum, like a Ions, w(5 behold his light. Of them 
we conjecture — these are the blind elementis 
working before the earthquake, — before the 
great " Shakescene," as Greene said when he 
was cross. And we may say when we are fan- 
ciful, these are the experiments of Nature, made 
in her solution of the problem of how much 
deathless poetry will agree with how much mor- 
tal clay — these are the potsherd vessels half 
filled, and felling at last, — nntii up to the edge 
of one, the liquid inspiration rose and bubbled 
in hot beads to quench the thiraty lips of the 
world. 

It is hard to speak of Shakespeare; these 
measures of the statures of common poets fall 
from our hands when we seek to measure him : 
it is harder to praise him. Like the tall plane- 
tree which Xerxes found standing in the midst 
of an open countiy, and honored inappropri- 
ately with his " barbaric pomp," with bracelets 
and chains and rings suspended on its branches, 
so has it been \vith Shakespeare. A thousand 
critics have commended him with praises as un- 
suitable as a gold ring to a plane-tree, A thou- 
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siind licavts have gone oui lo hini cinjing 
necklaces. Some have disco(eied that he indi- 
vidualized, and some that he generalized, and 
some that he subtilized — almost (raMS-transceii- 
dentaily. Some wotild have it that he was a 
wild genius, sowing wild oats and stealing deer 
to the end, with no more judgment foi-sooth 
than " youth the haie ;" and some, that his very 
pulses beat by that critical law of art in which 
lie was blameless : — some, that all his study was 
it) bis hora-book, and not much of that; and 
some, that he was as learned a polyglott aa ever 
had been dull but for Babel : — some, that his 
own ideal burned steadfastly within his own fixed 
contemplations, unstiii'ed by breath from with- 
out ; and some, that he wrote for the gold on 
his palm and the " rank popular breath" in his 
nostrils, apart from consciousness of greatness 
and desire of remembrance. If the opinions 
prove nothing, their conti-adictiona prove the 
exaltation of the object ; their contmdictions 
are praise. For men differ about things above 
their reach, not within it ; — about the moun- 
tains in the moon, not Primrose bill; and more 
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than seven cities of men have ditFerecl in tlieir 
talk about Homer also. Homer, also, was con- 
vioted of indiscreet nodding ; and Homer, also, 
]iad no manner of judgment, and tlie Am 
Poetica people could not abide his bad taste. 
And we find another analogy. We, who have 
r to tlie popular cant of Romanticism 
, and believe the old Greek 
BEAUTY to be both new and old, and as alive 
and not more gray in Webster's "Dutchess of 
Malfy" than in .iEschylus'a "Eamenides," do 
reverence this Homer and this Shakespeare as 
the colossal borderers of the two intellectual de- 
partments of the world's age,— do behold from 
their feet the antique and modern literatures 
sweep outwardly away, and conclude, that 
whereas the Greek bore in his depth the seed 
and prophecy of al! the Hellenic and Roman 
poets, so <iid Shakespeare " whose seed was in 
himself" also, those of a later generation. 

For the rest wo must i-pf^k bnefl> of Shake- 
speare, and very weakly tao, exceft for love. 
That he was a gieat natuiil geniuh nobody, we 
believe, has doibtel — the tict his pissed with 
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the cheer of mankind ; but that he was a great 
artist the majority has doubted. Yet Nature 
and Art cannot be reasoned apart into antago- 
nistic principles. Nature ia God's art — the ac- 
complishment of a spiritual significance hidden 
in a sensible symbol. Poetic art (man's) looks 
past the symbol with a divine guess and reach 
of soul into the mystery of the wgniflcance, — 
disclosing from the analysis of the visible things, 
the synthesis or unity of the ideal, — and ex- 
pounds like symbol and like significance out 
of the infinite of God's doing into the finite of 
man's comprehending. Art lives by Nature, 
and not the bare mimetic life generally attrib- 
uted to Art : she does not imitate, she ex- 
pounds, Interpres natures — is the poet-artist ; 
and the poet wisest in nature ia the most artistic 
poet : and thus our Shakespeare passes to the 
presidency unquestioned, as the greatest artist 
in the world. We believe in his judgment as 
in his genius. We believe in his learning, both 
of books and men, and hills and valleys r in his 
grammars and dictionaries we do not believe. 
In his philosophy of language we believe 4b- 
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solutely : in liis Babel-learning, not at ail. We 
believe reverently in the miracle of his variety; 
and it is observable that we become aware of 
it less by the numevooBness of hia pei-sona and 
their portions, than by the depth of the least of 
cither, — by the sense of Tisibility beyond what 
we see, as in nature. Our creed goes on to de- 
clare him most pa^ionate and moat rational — 
of an emotion which casts us into thought, of 
a reason which leaves us open to emotion ; most 
gi-ave and most gay — while we scarcely can 
guess that the man Shakespeare is grave or 
gay, because he interposes between ourselves 
and his personality the whole breadth and 
length of his ideality. His associative faculty, 
— the wit'is faculty besides the poet's — for him 
who was both wit and poet, shed sparks like an 
electric wij'C. He was wise in the wovld, having 
studied it in his . heai't ; what is called " tlie 
knowledge of the world" being just the knowl- ! 
edge of one heart, and certain exterior symbols. 
What else? What otherwise could he, the 
young transgressor of Sir Thomas Lucy's feiicos, 
new from Sti'atford and the Avon, close in the- 
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174 THE BOilK or THE !■ O E T 3 . 

atiio Loiidoii, have seen or touched or handluii 
of the Ilamk'ts and Leai's and Othellos, that he 
should draw them? "How can I take por- 
traits," said Marmontel, in a similar inexpe- 
rience, " before I have beheld feces ?" Voltaire 
embraced him, in reply. Well applauded, Vol- 
. taire ! It waa a mot for Marmontel'a uttei'ance, 
and Voltaire's praise— for Marmontel, not for 
Shakespeare, Every being is his own centre to 
and in himself must one foot of the 
i fixed to attain to any measure- 
ment : nay, every being is his own mirror to 
the universe. Shakespeare wrote fi-om within — 
the beautiful ; and we recognize from within — 
the trae. He is univeraal, because he is indi- 
vidual. And without any prejudice of admira- 
tion, we may go on to account his faults to be 
the prooia of his power; the cloud of dust cast 
up by the multitude of the chariots. The ac- 
tivity of his associative Jaculty is occasionally 
morbid : in the abundance of his winged thoughts, 
the locust flies with the bee, and the ground is 
dark with the shadow of them. Take faults, 
take excellences, it is impossible to character! 7.0 
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this Shakesjieave by an epithet ; liave we lieiiril 
the remark befoi'e, that it should sound so ob- 
vious ? We say of Corne.lle, the noble ; of Kii- 
cine, the tendec; of jEschylus, the teirible; of 
Sophocles, the perfect; but not one of these 
words, not one appi'oprjately descriptive epithet, 
can we attach to Shakespeare without a con- 
scious t-eooii. Shakespeare 1 the name is the 
description. 

He is the most vooderf I t tist in blank vei-se 
of all in Engla d and il i est the earliest. We 
do not say that 1 e fi st b oke the enchaining 
monotony, of \ 1 the Sa kvilles and the 
Mavloives left is j la n no because the ver- 
sification of " H ei on n ran at its own strong 
will, and the " P ni er of Wakefield" may have 
preceded his fi ■st ] laj 'i We do not even say 
what we might tl at 1 s 1 and first proved the 
compass and inft te mod lat on of the new iu- 
sti'ument; but we do say, that it never answered 
another hand as it answered his. We do say, 
this fingering was never learned of himself by 
another. From Massiiiger's more resonant ma- 
jesty, from even Fletcher's more numerous and 
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nrtfiil cadences, we turn back to his iiitlussNcss 
of ail;, to his singular and supreme estate as a 
versificator. Often when he is at the sweetest, 
hia words are poor monosyllables, his pauses 
frequent to brokcnness, and the structure of the 
sevei-al Mnes less vai-ied than was taught after 
Fletcher's masterdom ; but the whole results 
in an iiieflFable charming of the ear which we 
acquiesce in without seeking its cause, a happy 
mystery of music. 

This is little for Shakespeare ; yet so much for 
the place, that we are forced into brevities foi' 
our observations which succeed. We chronicle 
only the names of Chapman, Dekker, Webstei', 
Tournear, Randolph, Middleton, and Thomas 
Heywood, although great names, and woithy, it 
is not too much to add, of Shakespeare's bi'oth- 
erJiood. Many besides lean from our memory 
to the paper, but we put them away reverently. 
It was the age of the dramatists — the age of 
strong passionate men, scattering on every side 
their good and evil oracles of vehement hu- 
manity, and exteniiating no thought in its word : 
and in that age, " to write like a man," was a 
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deed accomplished by many besides him of whom 
it was spoken, Joiison's "son Cartw right." 

At Jonson'e name we stop perforce, and do 
salutation in the dust to the impress of that 
"learned sock," He was a learned man, as 
everybody knows ; and as everybody does not 
believe, not the worse for his learning. His 
mateiial, brought laboriously from East and 
West, is wrapt in a flame of his own. If the 
elasticity and abandonment of Shakespeaie and 
of certain of Shakespeare's brothers, are not 
found in bis writings the reason of the defects 
need not be sought cot in his readings. His 
genius, high and verdant as it grew, yet belonged 
to the hard woods : it was lance-wood i-ather 
than bow-wood^a genius rather noble than 
graceful — eloquent, with a certain severity and 
emphasis of enunciation. It woiild have been 
the same if he, too, bad known "little Latin 
and lesse Greek." There was a dash of tiie 
rhetorical in his dramatic. Not that we deny 
him empire over the passions : his heart had 
rhetoric as well as his understanding, and he 
wrote us a " Sad Shepherd," as well as a " Cati- 
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line." nis versification heavea iieavily witli 
thoitglit. For iiis comic powers, let " Volpone" 
and "The Alcbymiat" attest them with that im- 
extinguishable laughter which is the laughter of 
gods oi- poets still more than of the wife coffee- 
house. Was it "done at the Mermaid," was it 
ever fancied there, that "rare Ben Jonsoii" 
should be called a pedantic poet? Nay, but 
only a scholastic one. 

And Beaumont and Fletcher, the Castor and 
Pollux of this staiTy poetic sphere, {luclda 
sidera f) our silence shall not cover them ; nor 
will we put asunder, in our speech, the names 
which friendship and poetry joined together, 
nor distinguish, by a labored analysis, the vi- 
vacity of one from the solidity of the oihei'; see- 
ing that men who, according to tradition, lived 
in one house, and wore one cloak, and wrote on 
one page, may well, by the sanctity of that one 
grave they have also in common, maintain for- 
ever beyond it the unity they coveted. The 
characteristics of these writers stand out in a 
softened light from the deep tragic background 
of the times. We may liken them to Shakespeare 
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ill one mood ol' his mind, because there are few 
classes of beauty, the type or likeness of which 
is not diaeovei'able in Shakespeare. From the 
rest they stand out contrastiogly, as the Apollo 
of the later Greek sculptuve-school,— too grace- 
ful for divinity and too vivacious for marble, — 
placed in a company of the antiqwer statues 
with their grand blind look of the almightiness 
of repose. We cannot say of these poets as of 
the rest, "they write all like men ;" we cannot 
think they write like women either: perhaps 
they write a little like centaurs. We are of 
opinion in any way, that the grace is more ob- 
vious than the strength ; and there may be 
sometliing ceutauresque and of twofold nature 
m their rushing mntabilities, and changes on 
passion and weakness. Clearest of all is that 
they wi-ote like poets, and in a versification most 
eui-passingly musical though liberal, as if music 
sei-ved them for love's sake, unbound! They 
had an excellent genius, but not a strong enough 
invention to include judgment ; judgment being 
the condstency of invention, and consistency 
always, whether in morals or literature, depend- 
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iiig upon strength. We do not, in fact, find 
in them any perfect and covenanted whole — we 
do not find it in chai'acter, or io plot, oi' in com- 
position; and lamenting the defect on many 
gi'onnds we do so on this chief one, that their 
good is just good, their evil just evi!, unredeemed 
into good like Shakespeare's and Nature's evil 
by unity of design, but lying apait, a willingly 
chosen, through and through evil— and "by this 
time it stinketh," If other results are less la- 
mentable they are no less fatal. The mirror 
which these poets held up to «e is vexed with 
a thousand cracks, and every thing visible is ir 
fi-agments. Their conceptions all tremble on 
a peradventure — " perad venture they shall do 
well ;" there is no royal absolute will that they 
should do well : the poets are less kings than 
workmen. And being workmen they are weak 
— the moulds fall from their hands — are clutched 
with a spasm or fall with a faintness. After 
which querdousness, we shall leave the question 
as to whether their tragic or comic powei-s be 
put to more exquisite use, — not for solution, 
nor for doubt (since we hold fast an opinion). 
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but for praise the most rarely appropria 



One passing worcl of Ford, tbe pathetic — 
for he may wear on his sleeve the epitliet of 
]iuripides, and no daw peck there. Most tender 
is he, yet not to feebleness — most mournful, yet 
not to languor; yet we like to hear the wac- 
horse leaps of Detker on the same tragic gi-ound 
with him, producing at once contrast and com- 
pleteness. Ungrateful thought! — tbe "Witch 
of Edmonton" bewitched us to it. Ford can fill 
the ear and soul singly, with the ti-umpet-note 
of his pathos; and in its pauses you shall hear 
the murmuring voices of nature,— such a night- 
ingale, for instance, as never sang on a common 
night. Then that death scene in the " Broken 
Heart I" who has equalled that? It is single 
in the drama, — the tragic of tragedy and the 
sublime of grief A word, too, of Massinger, 
who writes all like a giant — a dry-eyed giant. 
He is too ostentatiously strong for fiesibiUty, 
and too heavy for rapidity, and monotonous 
through his perpetual final trochee; his gesture 
and enimeiation are slow and majestic. And 
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another word of Shirley, ari inlei'ior writer, 
though touched, to our fancy, with something 
of a fiuer vay, and closing, in worthy purple, the 
procMission of the Elizabethan men. Shirley 
is the last dramatist. Valete et plaudite, o 
posta-i. 

Standing in hia traces, and looking backward 
and before, we become aware of the distinct 
demai'cations of five eras of English poetry : the 
first, the .Chaacerian, although we migbt eal! 
it Clmucer ; the second, the Elizabethan; the 
third, which culminates in Cowley ; the fourth, 
in Dryden and the Fi'ench school ; the fifth, the 
i-etam to nature in Cowper and his successors 
of our day. These five rings mark tho age of 
the fmr and stinglees serpent we are impelled, 
like the ancient mariner, to bless — bwt not 
"unaware." ",4/i benedioite /" we bless her 
so, out of our Chaucer's rubric, softly, but with 
a plaintiveness of pleasure. For when the last 
echo of the Elizabethan harmonies had died 
away with Shirley's footsteps, in the twilight of 
that golden day ; when Habington and Lovelace, 
and every last bird before nightfall was dumb. 
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and Crasbaw's fine rapture, holy as a siiranidr 
sense of silence, left us to the stars^tiie lii-st 
voices etai'tiing tlie thinker from his reverting 
thoughts, are verily of another spirit. The voices 
are eloquent enough, thoughtful enough, fanci- 
ful enough ; but something is detective. Can 
iiny one suifer, as an experimental reader, the 
trauMtion between the second and third periods, 
without feeling that something is defective? 
What is so ? And who dai'es to guess that it 
may be inspikatiob ? 

"Poetry is of too spiritual a nature," Mr. 
Campbell has observed, " to admit of its authors 
being exactly grouped by a Linnsean system of 
classification." Nevertheless, from those subtle 
influences which poets render and receive, and 
ffom'Other causes less obvious but no less opera- 
tive, it has resulted even to ourselves in this 
slight survey of the poets of our country, that 
the signs used by us simply as signs of histori- 
cal demarcation, have natarally fallen or risen 
into signs of poetical classification. The five 
ei'as we spoke of just now, have indeed each 
a charficteiTStic as clear in poeti-y as in chro- 
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iiology ; and a lU^eper gulf than an Anno Domini 
yawiia betwist an Elizabethan man and a man 
of that third ei-a upon which we are entering. 
The change of the poetical characteristic was 
not, indeed, without gradation. The hands of 
the clock had been moving silently for a whole 
hour before the new one struck; and even in 
Davies, even in Drayton, we felt the cold fore- 
shadow of a change. The word "sweetness," 
which presses into our sentences against the 
will of our rhetoric whenever we speak of 
Shakespeare ("sweetest Shakespeare") or his 
kin, we lose the taste of in the later waters; 
they are brackish with another ^e. 

In what did the change consist ? Practically 
and partially in the idol-worship of rhyme. 
Among the elder poets, the rhyme was only a 
felicitous adjunct, a musical accompaniment, the 
tinkling of a cymbal through the choral har- 
monies. You heard it across the changes of 
the pause, as an undei-tone of the chant, mark- 
ing the time with an audible indistinctness, and 
catching occasionally and reflecting the full 
light of the emphasis of the sense in mutual 
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elucidalioi] But ihe neii pnrticc eiile'noied 
to identity in ill possible cases the ihjme and 
what imj be called the sentimental emphasis, 
secHi-ing the iattei to the tenth rhj raiog syllubk, 
and so dishononng the emphasis of the senti- 
ment into the base use of the marking of the 
time. And not only by this unnatural provision 
did the emphasis minister to the rhyme, but the 
pause did it also. " Away with all pauses," — said 
the reformers, — " except the legitimate pause at 
the tenth rhyming syllable. O rhyme, live for- 
ever! Rhyme alone take the incense from our 
altai-8, — tinkling cymbal alone be ovir music!" 
—And so arose, in dread inagnificance, the 
Heart-and-impart men. 

Moreover, the corruption of the versification 
was but a type of the change in the poetry it- 
self, and sufficiently expressive. The accession 
to the . throne of the poets, of the wits in the 
new cun-etit sense of the term, or of the beaux 
esprits — a term to be used the more readily be- 
cause descriptive of the actual pestilential influ- 
ence of French literature — was accompanied by 
the substitution of elegant thoughts for poetic 
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(,(nc ptions ( d gint alia' begmmu^ t) be 
the ciitical pass ■woid) of adioit illustiationa fjt 
Iieautiful images of ingeniaty foi genm* Yet 
this thud eia is only the prepiiation for the 
fouith connuramating oiie^the hesitation befiie 
the ciirae ne smell t! e blood thtongh it in Ihe 
bithioom 4i d our finey grows hjstencal 
like pool Ootavia while the dibmal extent of 
the i^uantum inutatus levelop"* iticlf in le- 
tail. 

"Waller's sweetness!" it is a needy an titlie- 
sis to Denham's strength, — and, if any thing 
beside, a sweetness as far removed from that 
which we have lately recognized, as the saccha- 
rine of the palate from the melodious of the ear. 
Will Sacoharissa frown at onr comparison from 
the high sphere of his verse? or will she, a 
happy "lady who can sleep when she pleases," 
please to oversleep our offence f It is certain 
that we but walk in her footsteps in our disdain 
of her poet, even if we disdain him— and most 
seiionsly we disown any such pai'taking of her 
"crueltie." Escaping from the first astonish- 
ment of an unhappy transition, and from what 
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is still more vexing, thoso "base, common, and 
popular" critical voicea, wliieh, in and out of 
various " ai-ts of poetry," have been pleased to 
fix upon tills same transitional epoch aa the 
genesis of excellence to our language and versi- 
fication, we do not, we hope it of ourselves, ui!- 
dervalue Waller. There is a certain grace " be- 
yond the reach of art," or rather beyond the 
destructive reach of his ideas of art, to which, 
we opine, if he had not been a courtier and a 
renegade, the Lady Dorothea might have bent 
her courtly head unabashed, even as the Pens- 
hurst beeches did. We gladly acknowledge in 
iiim, as in Denham and other poets of the transi- 
tion, an occasional remorseful recurrence by 
half lines and whole lines, or even a few Hues 
together, to the poetic Past, We will do any 
thing but agree with Mr. Hallara, who, in his 
excellent and leaiiied work on the Literature of 
Europe, has passed some singular judgments 
upon the poets, and none more startling than 
his comparison of Waller to Milton, on the 
ground of the sustenance of power. The crying 
truth is louder than Mr. Hall.im and cries, in 
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sjjite of Fame, with wliom poov Waller was an 
" enfant trouv6," an heir by chance, rather than 
merit, — that he ia feeble poetically quite as 
surely as morally and politically, and that, so 
far ti-om being an equal and sustdned poet, he 
has not strength for unity even in his images, . 
nor for continuity in his thoughts, nor for 
adequacy in his expression, nor for hai'mony in 
his veraification. This is at least oui' strong and 
sustained impression of Edmund Waller, 

With a less natural gift of poetry than Wal- 
lei-, Denham has not only more strength of 
purpose and language (an easy superiority), but 
some strength in the abstract : he puts forth 
rather a sinewy hand to the new structure of 
English vei-giflcation. It is true, indeed, that 
in his only poem which survives to any compe- 
tent popularity — his "Cooper's Hill" — we may 
find him again and again, by an instinct to a 
better principle, receding to the old habit of 
the medial pause, instead of the would-be suffi- 
ciency of the final one. But, generaliy, he is 
ti-ue lo his modern sect of the Pharisees ; and 
he helps their prosperity otherwise by adopting 
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that pharisaiu fashion of setting forth, vain- 
gloriously, a little virtue of thought and poetry 
in pointed and antithetic expression, which all 
the wits delighted in, from himself, a chief 
originator, to Pope, the perfecter. The famous 
lines, inheriting by entail a thousand critical 
admirations— 

" Strong without rage, ivitliout o'erdowing full," 

and as Sydney Smith might put it, " a great 
many otlier things without a great many other 
tilings," contain the germ and prophecy of the 
whole Queen Anne's generation. For the rest, 
we will be brief in our melancholy, and say no 
more of Denham than that he was a Di'yden 
in small. 

The genius of the new school was its anom- 
aly, even Abraham Cowley. We have said 
nothing of "the metaphysical poets," because 
we disclaim the classification, and believe with 
Mr. Leigh Hunt, that every poet, inasmuch as 
he is a poet, is a metaphysician. In taking 
note, therefore, of this Cowley, who stands on 
the very vibi-atory soil of the transition, and 
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stretches his faltering ami in'otejling liands on 
either m&e to the old aud to the new, let no 
one brand him for " metaphysica." He was a 
tnie poet, both by natural constitution and 
cultivation, but without the poet's heart. Ilia 
admirers have compared him to Pindar ; and, 
taking Pindar out of his rapture, they may do 
80 still : he was a Pindar writing by milter 
rather than by verve. lu rapidity and subtlety 
of the associate fi^ultv which honevei with 
him, moved ciiculaily nther than onwatd he 
■ms suffitiently Pmdant, but as it is a Iwlt in 
the Gieek Ijuat to leive his buo^incj to the 
tumultous lush ot his associations too uiimis 
giMuglj and entiielj for the light leveience of 
Unity in Beiuty, — so is it the mme of the 
Ensflish poet to comm.it coldly whit the othei 
peimittel passnely and with a conscioua \oli 
tion qiiit,k yet cilm calm when quickest to 
command bom the ends of the univei'se the 
i«3ciatioQ if mateiial si,ipnces ind spiiitual 
[hilosoihies yuiokness of the associatue or 
suggestive faoultv is common we hiie hai 
1 to obaene to the wit (m the modem 
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sense) and tbe poet; its application only, be- 
ing of a reverse clitFerence. Cowley confoiindefl 
the application, and became a witty poet. The 
Elijiabethan writera were inclined to a too curi- 
ous illuminating of thought, by imagery. Cow- 
li-y was coaraely curious : he went to the sham- 
bles for his chambera of imagery, and very 
often through the mud. All which faults a]i- 
pear to us attnbutahle to his eolduesi of tem- 
pei'ament, and his defectiveness in the instinct 
towards Beauty; to having the intellect only 
of a great poet, not the sendbility. His "Da- 
videis," our fii-at epic in point of time, has fine 
things in it. His translations, or rather para^ 
phrases of Anacieon, are absolutely the most 
perfect of any English compo'iition of their or- 
der. His other poems contain profuse ma- 
terial, in image and reflection, for the accom- 
plishment of three poets, each greater tlmn 
himself; He approached the beautiful and the 
trcie as closely as mere Fancy could ; but that 
very same Fancy, unfixed by feeling, too often, 
in the next breath, approximated him to the 
hideous and the false. Noble thoughts are 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



ill Cowley — we say noble, and. we might say 
sublime ; but, while we apeak, lie falls below 
tbe fli'st praise. Yet his infiuenoe was for 
good rather than for evil, by inciting to a 
struggle backward, a delay in the I'evolutioii- 
nry movement: and this, although a wide gulf 
yaivned between him and the former age, and 
his heart's impulse waa not strong enough to 
cast him across it. For his actual influence, he 
lifts us up and casts us down^charms, and goes 
nigh to disgust us — does all but make us love 
and wee'p. 

And then came "glorious John," with the 
whole fourth era in his ai-ms; — and eloquent 
above the sons of men, to talk down, thunder 
doivn poetry as it were an exhalation. Do we 
speak as if he were not a poet ? nay, but we 
speak of the character of Ins influences ; nay, 
but he was a poet — an excellent poet — in mar- 
ble : and Phidiaw, with the sculpturesque ideal 
separated from his working tool, might have 
carved him. He was a poet without passion, 
just as Cowley was: but then, Cowley lived by 
ihncy, and tlmt would have been poor living for 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



John Diydeii. Unlike Cowluy, too, lio had an 
earaestness wbich of itfself ivas influential. He 
was inspired In Ills understanding and hie senses 
only ; but to the point of disenchanting the 
world most marvellously. He had a large soul 
for a man, containing sundry Queen Anne's 
men, one with another, like quartette tables; 
but it was not a lai'ge soul for a poet, and it en- 
tertained the univei-se by potato-patches. He 
established finally the reign of the literati for 
the reign of the poets — and the critics clapped 
their hands. He established finally the des- 
potism of the final emphasis — and no one dared, 
in affecting criticism, to speak any moi'e at all 
against a tinkling cymbal. And so in distinc- 
tive succession to poetry and inspiration, began 
the new system of liarmony " as by law estab- 
lished;" and so he translated Vii-gil not only 
into English but into Dry den ; and so he was 
kind enougli to translate Chaucer too, as aii 
example,— made him a much finer speaker, and 
not a«coi'ding to our doxy, so good a versifiei — 
and cured the readers of the old " Knight's tale" 
of sundry of their teai-s; and so he reasoned 
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powerfully in verse — and threw into verse be- 
sides, the whole force of ]]ia sti'ong sensual be- 
ing ; and so be wrote what has been called fl'om 
generation to genei-ation, down to the threshold 
of our days, "the best ode in the English lan- 
guage," To complete which successes, he thrust 
out nature with a fork ; and for a long time, 
and in spite of Hoi-ace's prophecy, she never 
came ba«k again. Do we deny our gratitude 
and his glory to glorious John because we speak 
thus? Ill nowise would we do it. He was a 
man greatly endowed; and our language and 
our literatare remain, in certain respects, the 
greater for his gi'eatness — more pi'actieal, more 
rapid, and with an air of mixed freedom and 
adroitness which we welcome as an addition to 
the various powers of either. With regard to 
his influence — and he was most influential upon 
POETTEY — we have spoken ; and have the whole 
f)f the opening era from which to prove. 

While we retui'n upon our steps for a breath- 
ing moment, and pause before Milton, — the 
consideration occurs to us tlmt a person of his- 
torical ignoiance in respect to this divine poet, 
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would hesitate and be at a loss to which era of 
oui" poetry to attach him thi'oagh the internul 
evidence of hia works. He has not the tread 
of a contemporary of Dryden ; and Rochester's 
nothingness is a strange accompaniment to the 
voice of liis greatness. Neither can it be quite 
pi'edicated of blm that he wallfs an Elizabethan 
man; thei-e ia a certain fine bloom or farina, 
i-athei' felt than seen, upon the old poems, mi- 
recognized npoii his, Bnt the love of his genius 
leant backward to those olden oracles ; and it is 
pleasant to think that he was actually born be- 
fore Shakespeare's death ; that they too looked 
upwardly to the same daylight atid stars ; and 
that he might have stretched his baby avtos 
("animosus infans") to the faint hazel eyes of 
the poet of poets. Let us think in anywise that 
he drew in some living subtle Shakespeaiian 
benediction, providing for greatness. 

The Italian poets had " rained influence" on 
the Elizabethan " field of the cloth of gold ;" 
aiid from the Italian poets as well as the classical 
sources and the elder English ones, did Milton 
accomplish his soul. Yet the poet Milton was 
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not made by what he received; not even by 
what he loved. Higli above the cui-i-eiit of 
poetical influences he held hia own grand per- 
sonality ; and there never lived poet in any age 
(wnle^ we asaiuue igiiorantly of Homer) more 
isolated in the contemporaneous world than he. 
Hu was not worked upon from out of it, nor 
did he work outwardly upon it. As Croniwell'a 
secretary and Salmasiiis's antagonist, he had 
indeed an audience , but as a poet, a sc^nt one , 
Ilia music, bke the spheiioil tune, bemsj imu 
dible because too hne and high It is ilmost 
awtul to think of him issuing fiom the aiena ot 
contioieiaj vn,toiio«8and bliHiJ, — put ting aw ij 
from his dark brows the bloody laurel, left tdone 
after the heat of the day by those for whom 
he had combated; and originating in that en- 
forced dai-k quietude his epic vision for the in- 
ward aght of the unborn ; so to avenge himself 
on the world's neglect by exacting from it an 
eternal future of reminiscence. The ciroum- 
stances of the production of his great work are 
worthy in majesty of the poem itseif ; and the 
writer is the ideal to us of the majestic per- 
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suualily of a poet. He is the student, the deep 
thinker, the patriot, the behever, the thorough 
brave man, — breathing freely for truth and free- 
dom undei- the leaden weights of his advei-siiie«, 
never reproaching God for his griefa by his 
despair, working in the chain, praying without 
ceasing In the serenity of his sightless eyes; 
and, because the whole visible universe was 
swept away from betwixt them and the Creator, 
contemplating more intently the invisible infi- 
nite, and shaping all his thoughts to It in grander 
proportion, noble Christian poet! Which 
is hardest ? self-renunciation, and the sackcloth 
and the cave — or grief-rennnciation, and the 
working on, on, under the stripe ? He did what 
was hardest. He was Agonistes building up, 
instead of pulling down ; and his high religious 
fortitude gave a character to his works. He , 
stood in the midsfc of those whom we are foi'ced 
to consider the corrupt versifieators of his day, 
an iconoclast of their idol rhyme, and protesting 
practically against the seqaestration of pauses. 
His lyrical poems, move they ever so softly, 
step loftily, and with something of an epic air. 
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! tho first sonnets of a fi'ee 
rhythm — and tfais although Shakespeare and 
Spenser were sonnetteei's. His "Comiis," and 
"Samson," and " Lycidas," — how afo we lo 
pi aise them ? His epic k the second to Homci N 
^nd the fust m snbhmc efilots — t sechc is of 
dnme bLnediction flowing through it fiom tnd 
to end Not that we compaie, foi a moment, 
Milton's genius with Homu's, hut that Chiis 
tniiitf 13 in the poem besides Milton If « ( 
hizaid a lemaik which is not admiiation, it 
shall be this — that with all his height* \n 1 
bicadths (which we may mtwnie £>tometiicall} 
if we please fiom the ' Daiideis" of Conlei)— 
with all his rapt devotions and exaltations to- 
wards the highest of all, we do miss something 
(we, at least, who are writing, miss something) 
of what may be called, but rather metaphysically 
than theologically, spirituality. His spii-itual per- 
sonages are vast enough, but not rarefied enough. 
They are humanities, enlarged, uplifted, trana- 
figared — but no more. In the most spiritual of 
Siis spirits, there is a conscious, obvious, even 
ponderous, materialism. And hence comes the 
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colestisl giinpowtlui-, aiKl lieiioe tliu cfasliiug 
with swords, and faenca the more contiiiuovis 
evil which we feel better than we describe, the 
thick atmosphere clouding the heights of the 
subject. And if anybody should retort, tliat 
complaining so we eomplain of Milton's human- 
ity — we shake our heads. Fo!' Shakespeare 
also waa a mam.;' and our creed is, thai tlie 
"Midsummer Night's Di'eam" displays iiioie of 
the faiiyhood of fairies, than the " Pai'adJae 
Lost" does of the angelhood of angels. TJie 
example may serve the purpose of expjainhig 
our objection ; both leaving us I'oom ibr thu 
one remark more — that Ben Jonson and John 
Milton, the most scholastic of our poets, brought 
out of their echolarehip different gifts to oui 
langaage; that Jonson brought more Greek, 
and Milton more Latin: while the influences of 
the latter and greater poet were at once more 
slowly and more estensively eifectual. 

Butler was the contemporary of Miltou : we 
confess a sort of continuous "innocent surprise" 
in the thought of it, however the ei'aziness ol 
oui- imagination may be in fault. We have 
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stood by as witnesses while the great poet sanc- 
tified the visible eailh w;ith the oracle of his 
blindness ; and are startled that a profane voice 
should be hardy enough to break tiie echo, and 
jest in the new consecrated temple. But this is 
rather a roundheaded than a longheaded way 
of adverting to poor Butler; who, for all his 
groiM injnatice to the purer religionists, in the 
course of "flattering the vices and daubing the 
iniquitie'i" of King Charles's com t, does a<.xieely 
deaeive at oui hands eithei to be tieattd is a 
poet oi punished foi being i tontempoiaiy of 
the i-oet Mihon Butlei a bu-iiness was the 
business ot dtscciition, the evatt leveise of a 
poet's, and bv the admisMon ot all the woild 
his husinesiS 11 well done His leiining is ^a- 
rious and extensive, and his fant^y com mum cites 
to it Its mobility His wit has a gestuie of 
authoi ity, as it it might, if it pleased, be w isdom. 
His power over language, " tattered and rag- 
ged" like Skelton's, is as wonderful as his powei- 
over images. And if nobody can commend the 
design of his " Hudibras," which is the English 
counterpart of Don Quixote, — a more objec- 
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tionable servility tliaii an H(la]>tation from a 
sei'ions compt^itioii, in which ea-se that humor- 
ous effect would have been increased by the 
travestie, which is aetnally injured, and precisely 
in an inverse ratio, by the burlesque copy of the 
burlesque, — everybody must admit the force of 
the execution. When Prior attempted after- 
wards the same line of composition with his 
peculiar grace and airiness of diction, — when 
Swift ground society into jests with a rougher 
turning of the wheel, — still, then and since, has 
this Butler stood alone. He is the genius of his 
class ; a natnral enemy to poetiy nnder the 
form of a poet ; not a great man, but a powei-- 
ful man. 

We return to the generation of Diyden and 
to Pope his inbei-itor — Pope, the pcrfectci', as 
we have already taken occasion to call him — 
who stood in the presence of his father Dryden, 
before that energetic soul, weary with its long 
litei-ary wort which was not always clean and 
noble, had uttered its last wisdom or foolishness 
through the organs of the body. Unfortunately, 
Pope had his advisei-s apart from Ids muses; 
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aud. their counsel was " be correct," To be cor- 
rect, therefore, to be great through correctness, 
was the end of his ambition, an aspiration 
scarcely more calculated for the pi-oduotion of 
Dobie poems than the philosophy of utilitarian- 
ism is for that of lofly virtues. Yet correctness 
seemed a virtue rare in the land ; Dr. Johnson 
having crowned Lord Roscommon over Shake- 
speare's head, " tlie only correct writer before 
Addison," The sauie critic predicated of Mil- 
ton, that he could not cut figui'es upon cherry- 
stoneg. Pope glorified cori-ectness, and dedicated 
himself to cherry-stones from Grst to last, A 
cherry-stone was the apple of his eye. 

Now wo are not about to take up any popular 
cry against Pope ; he has been overpi-msed and 
is underpraised ; and in the silence of our poeti- 
cal experience, oiireelves may confess pei-sonally 
to the guiltiness of either extremity. He was 
not a gi-eat poet; he meant to be a correct 
poet, and he was what he meant to be, aceoi-d- 
ing to his construction of the thing meant ; 
there ai'e few among us who fulfil so literally 
theii' ambitions. Moreover we will admit to 
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reader in the confessional, that, howuvur 
our innermost opinion of the eupe- 
riotity of Dryden's genius, we have more pleas- 
ure iD i-eading Pope than we ever could enjoy 
or imagine under Pope's master. We incline 
to believe that Dryden being the greatest poet- 
power, Pope is the best poet-nianuai ; and that 
whatever Dryden lias done — we do not say con- 
ceived, we do not say suggested, but done — 
Pope has done that tiling better. For traiisl:i- 
tions, we hold up Pope's Homer against Dry- 
den's ViL'gil and the world. Both translations 
are utterly and equally contrary to the antique, 
both bad with the same sort of excellence; but 
Pope's faults are Dryden's faults, while Dry- 
den's are not Pope's, We say the like of the 
poems from Chaucei" ; we say the like of the 
philosophic and satirical poems r the art of rea- 
soning in vei'se is admirably attained by either 
poet, but piactised with more grace and point 
by the later one. To be sure, there is the 
"Alexander's Feast" ode, called, until people 
half believed what they said, the greatest ode in 
the laLiguage ! But here is, to make the scales 
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(!ven again, the " Eloiaa" with tears on it, — 
feuity but tender — of a eeiisibility which glo- 
rious John was not born with a heart for. To 
be sure, It was not necessary that John Dryden 
should keep a Bolingbroke to think for him ; 
but to be sure again, it is something to be boi-ii 
with a heart, particularly for a poet. We 
recognize besides in Pope, a delicate fineness oi 
tact, of which the precise contrary is unpleas- 
antly obvious in his great master ; Horace Wal- 
pole's description of Selwyn, un Mte inspire, 
with a restriction of b^e to the animal sense, 
fitting glorious John like his crown. Kow there 
is nothing of this coai-seness of the senses about 
Pope ; the little pale Queen Anne's valetudina- 
rian had a nature fine enoagh to stand erect 
upon the point of a needle like a schoolman's 
angel ; and whatever he wrote coarsely, he did 
not write from inward impulse, but from exter- 
nal conventionality, from a bad social Swift- 
sympathy. For the rest, he cai-riea out his mas- 
ter's principles into most excellent and delicate 
perfection : he is rich in his degree. And there 
is, indeed, something charming even to an ene- 
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Wlien Voltaire threw his " Henriade" into the 
tii-e and H6nault rescued it, " Soiivenez-voiis," 
said the president to the poet, " that I hui'nt 
my lace ruffles for the sake of yonr epic." It 
was about as much aa the epic was worth. For 
our own part, we would sacriiice not only our 
point, but the prosperity of onr very fingers, to 
save, from a similar catastrophe, these works of 
Pope ; and this, although the most perfect and 
original of all of them, " The Rape of the Lock," 
had its fortune in a fire-safe. They are the 
works of a mastei'. A great poet ? oh no ! A 
true poet? — perhaps not. Tet a man, be it 
remembered, of such mixed gracefulness and 
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power, that Lady Maiy Wortli'V (U'lgtied to co- 
quet witb him, and Dennis shook before him in 
his shoes. 

Nature, as we have observed, had been ex- 
pelled by a fork, under the hand of Pope's pro- 
genitorg ; and if iii him and iiround him we see 
110 sign of her return, we do not blame Pope fi>r 
what is, both in spirit and in form, the sin ot 
liis school. Still 1m8 wonld we " play at bowlea" 
with Byron, and praise hia right use of the nght 
poetry of Art. Our views of Nature and of 
Art have been sufficiently explained to leave 
our opinion obvious of the controversy in ques 
tion, in which, as in a domestic broil, " there 
were fenlts on both sides." Let a poet never 
wi'ite the words "tree," "hill," "river," and he 
may still be true to nature. Most untrne, on 
the other hand, most narrow, is the poetical sec- 
tarianism, and essentiaOy most unpoetical, which 
stands among the woods and fields announcing 
with didactic phlegm, "Here only is nat«re." 
Nature is where God is. Poetry is where God 
is. Can you go up or down or around and not 
find Him? In the loudest hum of yotir ma- 
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cliiiiery, in tliB iliuiiiest voUinie of your steara, 
in the foulest street of yoor city, — there, as 
surely as in the Brouken pinewoods, and the 
wateiy thundei-s of Niagai'a, — there, as surely as 
He is above all, lie Nature and Poetiy in iiiil 
life. Speak, and they will answer! Nature is 
a large meaning : let us make room for it in the 
com prehension of our love ! — for the coral rook 
biiilt lip by the insect and the marble column 
erected by the man. 

In this age of England, however, pet-nam- 
ed the Augustan, thei'e was no room either 
for Nature or Art: Art and Nature (for we 
will not separate their names) were at least 
maimed and dejected and sickening day by 

Quoth she, I grieve to see your leg 
Stuck in » hole htro, lite a ppg ; 

and even so, or like the peg of a top himiniing 
drowsily, our poetiy stood still. There was an 
abundance of "coiTect wiiters," yes, and of 
" elegant wiitei-s :" tbej'e was Pai-nell, for in- 
stance, who woald be called besides, a pleasing 
writer by any pleasing critic ; and Addison, a 
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provi;i-b foi- the " viituouf^est, discreetest, best" 
with all the world. Or if, after the Scotch 
mode of Monkbaras, we call our poets by their 
possessions, not so wronging their character- 
istics, there was " The Dispensary," the " Art of 
Preserving Health," the "Art of Cookery," — and 
"Trivia," or the "Fan," — take Gay by either of 
those names I and "Cider," or the "Splendid 
Shilling"— take Phillips, Milton's imitator, by 
either of these ! and there was Porafret, not our 
" choice," the concentrate essence of namby- 
pambyism ; and Pi-ioi-, a bi-other spirit of the 
French Cresset, — a half-brother, of an inferior 
race, yet to be praised by us for one instinct ob- 
vious ill him, a blind stretching of the hand to a 
8weet«r order of veraficatiou than was current. 
Of Young we could write much : he was the very 
genius of Antithesis ; a genius breaking from 
"the system," with its broken chain upon his 
limbs, and frowning darkly through the gray 
monotony ; a grander writer by spasms than by 
volitions. Blair was of his class, but rougher; 
a brawny contemplative Oi-son. And how many 
of our readers niav be unaware of the undor- 
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ground existence of another ^xcursiontbaa tlie 
deathless one of ouv days, and in Wanlt veise, 
too, and in several cantos; and how nobody 
win tliank ns for digging at tliese fossil remains ! 
It is better to remember Mallet by his touching 
ballad of the "William and Margaret," a word 
taken from diviner lips to becoming purpose; 
only we must not be thrown back iipon the 
"Ballads," lest we wish to live with them for- 
ever. Our litei'ature is rich in ballads, a foi-m 
epitomical of the epic and dramatic, and often 
vocal when no other music is astir; and to give 
a pai-tJeular account of which would take us far 
aoross our borders. 

As it is, we are across them ; we are be- 
nighted in our wandering and straitened for 
room. We glance back vainly to the lights of 
the later drama, and see Dryden, who had the 
heart to write rhymed plays after Shakespeare, 
and but little heart for any thing else,^ond 
Congreve, and Lillo, and Southertie, and lio\('e, 
all gifted writers, and Otway, master of tears, 
who starved in our streets for his last tragedy — 
a poet most effective in broad touches ; rather 
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moving, as it appears to us, by scenes t!iaii by 
words. 

Retuniing to the general poets, we meet 
with bent laces toward hill-side Nature, Thom- 
son and Dyev ; in writing which names to- 
gether, we do not depreciate Thomson's how 
ever we may a little exalt Dyer's. We praise 
neither of these writers for being descriptive 
poeta; bat for that faithful transcript of their 
own impressions, which is a common subject of 
praise in both : Dyer being more distinct, pei'- 
haps, in his images, and Thomson more im- 
pressive in his geiiei'a] effect. Both are faulty 
in their blank verse diction ; the latter too 
floi-id and verbose, the former (although "Gi'on- 
gar Hill" is simple almost to baldness) too 
pedantic and constructive — far too "sapona- 
ceous" and " pomaceoas," We offer pastoral 
salutation also to Shenstone and Hammond; 
p^i-ing them like Polyphemus's sheep ; fain to 
be courteous if we could: and we could if we 
were " Phillida." Surely it is an accomplish- 
ment to utter a pretty thought so simply that 
the world is forced to remember it; and that 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



gift was Shensione's, and he the most poetical 
of countiy gentleinen. May every shi-ub on 
the lawn of Leasowes be evergreen to his 
brow! And next, O moat patient readei'l— 
pressed to a conclusion and in a pairing humor, 
we come to Gray and Akenside together, yes, 
together I because if Gray had written a phil- 
osophic poem he would have written it like 
the " Pleasures of Imagination," and because 
Akensile would have wntten odes hke Gray, 
if he CO il 1 have commanded a lapture Giay, 
studiotis and sittmg in the told leaint the 
secret of a simulated inl innocent fire (the 
Gieek file he might haie ralh I it) which 
b inf beautifulh t the eje bit ne\ei would 
have haimed M He aultsiuffl^s ColUns had 
tvutj times the Ijiic genius of Giai we feel 
his fii-e in our cheeks. B it Grav b t Ake b I 
— both with a volition towarls entl asn — 
have an iinder-constitution of nost s hoJait c 
coldness: "Si vis me fleie yo n st \ee[ 
but thoy only take out tl en j ocket-hindke 
chicfe. We confess humbly, before gods and 
men, that we never read to the end of Aken- 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



side's " Pleasures," albeit we have read Plato : 
some pleasures, say the moralists, are more try- 
ing than pains. Let us turn tor retVeshment to 
Goldsmith — that amiable genius, upon whose 
diadem we feel our hands laid ever and anon 
in familiar !ove, — to Goldsmith, half emei-ged 
from " the system," his forehead touched with 
the red ray of the morning ; a cordial singer. 
Even Johnson, the ponderous critje of the sys- 
tem, who would hang a dog if he read "Lyci- 
das" twice, who wrote the lives of the poets 
and letl out the poets, even he loved Gold- 
smith I and Johnson was Dryden'e critical beai', 
a rough bear, and with points of noble beardom. 
But while he growled the leaves of the green- 
wood fell ; and oh, liow sick to faintnesa grew 
the poetry of England I Anna Seward " by'r 
lady," was the " muse" of those days, and Mi'. 
Hayley " the bard," and Hannah More wi'ote 
our dramas, and Helen Williams our odea, and 
Bosa Matilda our elegiacs,— and Blacklock, 
blind from his birth, our descriptive poems, and 
Mr. Whalley our "domestic epics," and Par- 
win our poetical philosophy, and Lady Millar 
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en«ouraged literature at Bath, with red taffutii 
and " the vase," But the immoital are threat- 
ened vainly. It wits the sickness of renewal 
rather than of death ; St. Leon had his fainting 
liiind on the elixir: the Dew era was alive in Cow- 
jjer. We do not speai of him as the master of 
a transition, only as a hinge on which it slowly 
turned ; only as an earnest tender wiiter, and 
true poet enough to be true to himself. Cow- 
per sang in England, and Thomas Waiton also, 
— of a weaker voice but in tune : and Beattie, 
for whom we have too much love to analyze it, 
seeing that we drew our childhood's flrat poetio 
pleasure from his " Minstrel." And Burns 
walked in gbiy on the Scottish mountsun's 
side : and everywhere Dr. Percy's collected 
ballads wei'e sowing the great hearts of some 
still living for praise, with impulses of greatness. 
It was the revival of poetiy, the opening of the 
iiflh era, the putting down of the Dryden dy- 
nasty, the breaking of the serf bondage, the 
wrenching of the iron from the soul. And 
Nature and Poetry did embrace one another! 
and all men who were lovers of either and of 
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our belovod England, were enabled to resume 
the pride of their consciousness, aiid looking 
round the world say gently, yet gladly, " Our 
Poets." 

When Mr. "Wordswortli gave his fii-st poems 
to the public, it was not well with poetry in 
England, The "system" riveted upon the mo- 
tions of poetry by Dryden and hie dynasty had 
gradually added to the restraint of slavery, its 
weakness and emasculation. The change from 
poetry to rhetoric had issued in another change, 
to the commonplaces of rhetoric. We had no 
longer to complain of Pope's antithetic g!oi*ies : 
there was "a vile antitiiesis" for those also. 
The followers were not as the master ; and tlie 
veij fa(,i!ity with whn,h the tiict of acoustical 
mechanics was caught np by the foimPi — ad- 
mitting of ' singing foi the miilion," with ten 
fingeia eich ior natural endiwment and the 
abihty to eonnt them toi icqaiiement, — made 
wider and more apparent the' difference of dig- 
nity between the Popes and the Pope Joans. 
Little by little, by slow and desolate degrees, 
Thouglit had perished out of the way of the ap- 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



pointed and most beateo rhythm ; and we had 
the beaten rhythm, without the living footstep — 
we had the monotony of tbe military movement, 
without the heroic impulse — the cross of the 
Legion of Honor, hang, as it once was, in a 
paroxysm of converted Bourbonism, at a horse's 
tail; and tbe "fork," which expelled nature, 
dropped feebly downward, blunted of its point. 
And oh 1 to see who sat tben in England, in 
the seats of the elders ! The Elizabethan men 
would bave gnashed their teeth at such a sight ; 
the Queen Anne's men would have multiplied 
Dunciads. Of the third George's men (A^otiiJsc 
ovK er' A%a[0() Hayley, too good a scholar to 
bear to be so bad a poet, was a chief hope, — 
and Darwin, miataker of the optic neiTe for the 
poetical sense, an inventive genius. 

But Cowper bad a great name, and Burns a 
greater; and the reveillS of Dr. Percy's "Re- 
liques of English Poetry" was echoed presently 
by the "Scottish Minstrelsy." There was a 
cbange, a revival, an awakening, a tm-ning, at 
least upon the pillow, of some who slept on in 
medioevity, as if they felt, the daylight on their 
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shut eyelids; there was even a groii[> ol' noble 
Jiearts (Coleiidge, the idealist, poet among poets, 
in their inidst), foreseeing the Bun. Nature, the 
long banished, redawnedlike the inoining: Na- 
ture, the true mother, cried afer off to her chil- 
dren, " Children, I am here t come to me." It 
was a hard a«t to come, and involved the learn- 
ing and the leaving of much. Conventionalities 
of phrase and rhythm, conventional dialects set 
apart for poets, conventional words, attitudes, 
and mannei-a, consecrated by " wits," — all such 
Nessian trappings were to be wrenched off, even 
to the cutide into which they had ui'ged their 
poison. But it was an act not too hard for llie 
doing. There was a visible movement towards 
nature; the majority moving of course ivith 
reservation, but individuals with decision ; some 
rending downward their gai'ments of pestilent 
embroidery, and casting themselves at her feet. 
Ah the chief of the movement, the Xenophon of 
the return, we are bound to acknowledge this 
great Wordsworth, and to admire how, in a 
bravery bravest of all because bom of love, in a 
passionate unreservedness sprang of genius, and 
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to the actual scandal of the worlJ wliich staruil 
at the filial familiarity, he threw himself not at 
the feet of Nature, but straightway and right 
tendeily upon her bosom. And so, trustfully 
as child before mother, self-renouncingly as 
child after sin, absorbed away fi'om the consid- 
eration of poblioa and critics as child at play- 
bom's, with a simplicity startling to the hla»& 
critical ear as inventiveness, with an innocent 
utterance felt by the competent thinker to be 
wisdom, and with a faithfulness to natural im- 
pressions acknowledged since by all to be the 
highest ait, — this William Wordsworth did sing 
hie "Lyrical Ballads" where the "Art of criti- 
cism" had been sung before, and "the world 
would not let them die." 

The voice of nature has a sweetness which 
few of us, when suiBciently tiied, can gainsay ; 
it penetrates our artificial "tastM," and over- 
comes us; and our ignoi-ance seldom proves 
strong, in proportion to our instincts. We 
recognize, like Ulysses' dog, with feeble joyous 
gesture the master's voice : and the aomid is 
nearly always pleasant to us, however we may 
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want strength to follow after it. But, while at 
the period we refer to, the recognition and gratii- 
lation were true aad deep, the old convention- 
alities and prejudices hung heavily in bondage 
and repression. Tiie great, body of readers 
would recoil to the Drydenio rhythm, to the 
Queen Anne's poetical cant, to anti-Saxonisms 
whether in Latin or French ; or exacted as a 
condition of a poet's faithfulness to natnre, such 
an effervescence of his emotions, as had rendered 
Pope natural in the Eloisa. " Let us all forsooth 
be Eloisa and so natural," — the want was an ex- 
cuse for loving nature ; and the opinion went, 
tliat tbe daily heart-beat was more obnoxious 
in poetry, than the incidental palpitation. Poor 
Byron (true miserable geiiius, soul-blinded great 
poet) ! minietei'ed to this singular need, iderili- 
fying poetry and passion. Poetry ought to be 
the revelation of the complete man — and Byron's 
manhood having no completion nor entirety, 
consisting on the contrary of a one-sided pas- 
sionateness, his poems discovered not a heart, 
but the wound of a heart; not humanity, Ijut 
disease; not life, but a ciisis. It was not so — 
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It « IS not in ihr pi "jei-tioii ot a pj.-3i<juiti! 
emotion, t!i\t Williiiu Woidswoith committeii 
himselt to nitnie, but m full leaohitioii and de- 
teiminate jjuipose He la scaicely, peihapb, of 
a passionate tempeiament, although still less is 
he cold, i^thei quiet in his love, as the stock- 
dove, ind blooding over it as constantlj, tni] 
with as soft an inward song lapsing outwardly — 
serene through deepness — saying himself of hia 
thoughts, that they " do often lie too deep for 
tears ;" which does not mean that their pain- 
fulness will not suffer them to be wept for, but 
that their closeness to the supreme Truth hal- 
lows them, like the cheek of an archangel, from 
tears. Call him the very opposite of Byron, 
who, with narrower sympathies for the crowd, 
yet stood nearer to the crowd, because every- 
body understands passion. Byron was a poet 
throagh pain. Wordsworth is a feeling man, 
because he is a thoughtful man ; he Knows grief 
itself by a reflex emotion; by sympathy rather 
than by suffering. He is emineutfy and humanly 
expansive; and, spreading his infinite egotism 
ovw all the objects of his contemplation, reiter- 
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ates the love, life, and poetry of his peculiar 
being in transci-ibiiig and chanting the material 
uoiverse, and so sinks a broad gulf between hia 
desoi'iptive poetry and that of the Darwinian 
painter-poet school. Darwin was, as we have 
intimated, all optic nerve, Wordsworth's eye 
ia his soul. He does not see that which he does 
not intellectually discera, and he beholds his 
own clond-capped Helvellyn under the same 
conditions with which he would contemplate a 
grand spiritual abstraction. In his view of the 
exterior world, — as in a human Spinozism, — 
mountains and men's hearts share in a sublime 
unity of hamanity ; yet his Spinozism does in 
nowise affront God, for he is eminently a reli- 
gious poet, if not, indeed, altogether as generous 
and capacious in his Christianity as in his poeti-y ; 
and being a ti'ue Christian poet, he ia scarcely 
least so when he is not writing directly upon the 
sulyect of I'eligion ; just as we leai'n sometimes 
without looking up, and, by the mere color of 
the grass, that the sky is cloudless. But what 
is most remarkable in this great writer is, his 
poetical oonsistency. Thei'e is a wonderfnl unity 
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in these multiform poems of one man ; they are 
" bound each to eaoh in iiatuml piety," even as 
his days are: and why? because they are his 
days — all his days, work days and Sabbath days 
— his life, in fact, and not the unconnected works 
of his life, as vulgar men do opine of poetry and 
do rightly opine of vulgar poems, but the sign, 
seal, and representation of hia life — nay, tiie 
actual audible breathing of his inward spirit's 
life. When Milton said that a poet's life should 
be a poem, he spoke a high moral truth ; if he 
had added a revei-aion of the saying, that a poet's 
poetry should be his life, — he would have spoken 
a critical truth, not low. 

" Foole, saide my muse to mee, looke in thine 
hearte and write," — and not only, we must re- 
peat, at feast times, iast times, or curfew times 
— not only at times of crisis and emotion, but 
at all houra of the clock ; for that which God 
thought good enoagh to write, or permit the 
writing of on His book, the heart, is not too 
I be sure, to write agiun in the 
ur poems. William Wordsworth wrote 
Q things of nature, and by no means 
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ill a plD'aseology iioi- in a slylf. He was dsiiiiig 
in his comnioiiness as any of your Tamerlancs 
may be daring when far fet-ching an alien imagii 
from an outermost world ; and, uotwitlistanding 
the ribald cry of that " vox poptili" which has, 
in the criticism of poems, so little the chai-acter 
of divinity, and which loudly and mockingly, at 
his first utterance, denied the sanctity of his 
s'.mpli cities, — the Nature he was faithful to 
" betrayed not the heart which loved hei'," but, 
tinally, justifying herself and him, " did" — with- 
out the "Edinburgh Review." 

" Hero- worshippers," as we are, and sitdiig 
for all the critical pretence — in right or wrong 
of which we speak at all — at the feet of Mr. 
Wordsworth, — recognizing him, as we do, as 
poet-hero of a movement essential to the better 
being of poetry, as poet-prophet of utterances 
greater than those who first listened could com- 
prehend, and of influences most vital and expan- 
sive — we are yet honest to confess that certain 
tilings in the " Lyrical Ballads" which most pro- 
\oked the ignorant innocent hootings of the 
mob, do not seem to us all heroic. Love, like 
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ambition, may ovei'vault itself; and Betty Foys 
of the Lake school (so calletS) may be as sub- 
ject to conventionalities as Pope's Lady Bettys. 
And, perhaps, our great poet might, through 
the very vehemence and Dobleness of his hero 
and prophet-work for nature, confound, for some 
liliad moment, and, by an association easily 
traced and excused, nature with nisticity, tlie 
simple with the bald; and even fail into a 
vulgar conventionality in the act of spuming a 
graceful one. If a ti-ace of such confounding 
may occasionally be perceived in Mr. Words- 
worth's eai'lier poetry, few critics are mad 
enough, to-day, to catch at the Io<Me straws 
of the full golden sheaf and deck out withal 
their own arrogant fronts, in the course of 
mouthing mocks at the poet. The venest critic 
of straw knowetii well, at this honr of the day, 
that if Ml'. Wordsworth was ever over-rustic, it 
was not through incapacity to be right royal ; 
that of all poets, indeed, who have been kings in 
England, not one has swept the purple with moi-e 
majesty than this poet, when it hath pleased 
him to be majestic. Vivat rear, — and here is a 
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new volume of his reign. Let us lejoiye, for iho 
sake of literature and the age, in the popularity 
which is ready for it, and in the singular happi- 
ness of a great poet living long enough to re- 
bound from the "fell swoop" of hia poetical 
destiny, survive the ignorance of his public, and 
convict the prejudices of his reviewers. It is a 
hteral *' poetical justice," and one rai'est of all, 
that a gi'eat poet should stand in a permitted 
sovereignty, without doing so, like poor Inez de 
Castro, by right of death. It is almost wonder- 
ful that his coimtry should clap her hands in 
praise of him, before he has ceased to hear: the 
applause resemhles an anaclii'onism. Is Mr> 
Wordsworth startled at receiving fi-om his con- 
temporaries what he expected only from poster- 
ity? — is he asking himself, "Have I done any 
thing wrong?" Pi'obahly not: it is at least 
with his usual air of calm and advised dignity 
that he addresses his new volume in its Envoy : 

Go single, — yet aspiring to be joined 
Willi thy forerunners, tliat through many a year, 
Have faithfully prepared each other's way — 
do foi-th upon a mission best fulfilled 
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Wli(!ii and wherever, in this ohang'eful world, 
Pimf,r Jtath ie&n giuen to pleoM for higher ends 
Than pleaauTe orilp ; gladdening to prepare 
For wholesome Badness, troubling to refine, 
Calming to i^ise. 

— words of the poet, which form a nobler de- 
scription of the character and uses of his poetry, 
than could be given In any words of a critic. 

We do not say that the finest of Mr. Words- 
worth's productions we to be found or should 
be looked for in the present volunie; but the 
volume is worthy of its forerunners, coiiMistent 
in noble earnestness and serene philosophy, ti^iie 
poet's work, — tbe hand trembling not a jot for 
years or weariness, — the full fece of the soul 
turaed hopefully and stilly as ever towards the 
True, and catching across its ridge the ideal- 
ized sunlight of the Beautiful. And yet if we 
were recording angel, instead of only recording 
reviewei-, we should di-op a tear — another — and 
end by weeping oat that series of sonnets In 
favor of capital punishments, — moved that a 
hand which has ti-aced ^j/e- warrants so long for 
the litej'ature of England, should thus sigu a 
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220 Till! IM'DK ae THE POETS. 

misplaoed " Beiiediciie" over the hangman and 
his victim. We tuiii away from them to other 
sonnets — to forget aught in Mr. Wordsworth's 
poetry we must turn to his poetry : — and how- 
ever the greatest poets of our country, — the 
Shakespeares, Spensera, Miltors, — worketi upon 
high sonnet-ground, not one opened over it 
such broad and pen ring sluices of various 
thought, imagei-y, and emphatic eloqnence as 
he has done. 

The tender Palinodia is beyond Petrareh ; — 

Though I beheld at first with blank surprise 
This work, I now have gazed on it ao long, 
I see its truth with unrelaotant eyes ; 
my beloved 1 I have done thee wrong'. 
Conscious of bleaaedness, bnt, whence it springs 
Ever too heedless, as I now perceive : 
Morn into noon did pass, noon into eve, 
And the old day was welcome as the young, 
As welcome and as beautiful — in eootli 
More beautiful, as being a thing more holy ; 
Thanks to tliy virtues, to the eternal youth 
Of all thy goodness, never melancholy ; 
To thy large heart and bumble mind, tliat caet 
Into one vision, future, present, past ! 
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THK HOOK OF THE POETS. 227 

That ^^more beautiful" is most beautiful; all 
human love's cunning is in it, besides tiie full 
glorifying smile of Christian love. 

Last in the volame is the tragedy of "The 
Borderers," which having Iain for some fifty 
years "unregarded" among its authoi''s papers, 
— a singular destiny for these printing days when 
onr very morning-talk seems to fall naturally 
into pica type, — caused, in its announcement 
from afar, the most faithful disciples to tremble 
for the possible failure of their master. Perhaps 
they trembled with cause. The master, indeed, 
was a prophet of humanity ; bnt he was wiser in 
love than terror, in admiration than pity, and 
rather intensely than actively human ; capaeioiia 
to embrace within himself the whole nature of 
things and beings, but not going out of himself 
to embrace any thing ; a poet of one large suffi- 
cient soul, but not polypsychieal like a di-ama- 
tist. Therefore his disciples trembled : and we 
will not say that the tragedy, taken as a whole, 
does not justify the fear. There is something 
grand and Greek in the intention which hinges 
it, showing how crime makes crime in cureed 
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geneiition, and how blit,k heiits, like whitei 
one« (Tofaze oi Ebene), do cry out ^ind Rtm^gle 
for symj,athy and biotheihood, ainnting thit 
black heait (Oswald) may stand eoinethmg tr o 
muob on the e\treme of e\il to repieeent Im 
manity biciUy enough tor ■> diima to turn 
«pon The iction, too, although it does not "is 
might hive been apjjiehcnied, lofc itself m can 
terapKtion, his no unhesitating fiim diamat <. 
maich— peihips it "pottcia* a bttle, to take i 
word fiom Mis Butler, — and when ill is don i 
we look ■tamly vithm us foi in impreshon the 
resfonse to the unity of the nholc But li^iin 
when ill 18 done, the woik 11 Ml Woidiwoiths, 
and the oonceptiona and utterances living and 
voiceful in it, bear no rare witness to the master. 
The old blind man, lefl to the ordeal of the 
desei-t — the daughter in agony hanging npon 
the murderer for consolation — knock against the 
heait, and take back answers; and ever and 
anon there are sweet gushings of such words as 
this poet only knows, showing how, in a " late 
remorse of love," he relapses into pastoral 
dreams, notwithstanding his ne 



Host!.:l,vGoOgIf 



and within tlie very sigiiC of the tlieutriu 
thymele : — 

A grove of darker and more lofty sliadu 

I never saw. The music of the birds 

Drops deadened from a roof so tliick witli leaves. 

Who can overpass the image of the old iiiiio- 
cent man praying ? — 

The name of daughter on his lips, he prajs ! 
With, nerves so steady, that the vory flies 



But we come hastily to tbe moral of our storj-, 
— aeeiiig that Mr. Wordswoith's life does pre- 
sent a higli moral to his generation, to forget 
which in his poetry would be an nnwovthy com- 
liliment to the latter. It is advantageous for us 
all, whether poets or poetasters, or talkei-s about 
either, to know what a true poet is, what his 
work is, and what his patience and successes 
must be, so as to raise the popular idea of these 
things, and either sti-engthen or put down the 
individual aapiration. "Ai-t,"it was ssud long 
ago, " requires the whole man," and " Nobody," 
it was said later, " can be a poet \vho is any thing 
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elsu ;" but the present idea of Art requires the 
segment of a man, and everybody who is any 
thing at all, is a poet in a parenthesis. And our 
shelves ajroan with little books over which their 
ie^deis £;ioan less metaphoiicatly ; there is a 
pligue ot poems in the land apart from poetry; 
knd m«»n> poets who live and are ti-ue, do not 
li\e by their truth, but hold back their full 
stiength fiom Ai-t because they do not reverence 
it fully; aod all booksellers cry aloud and do 
not spai-e, that poetry ^vill not sell ; and certain 
critius utter melancholy frenzies, that poetry is 
worn nut forever— as if the raorning-star was 
worn out from heaven, or " the yellow primrose" 
fi'om the grass ; and Mr. D'Israeli the younger, 
like Bildad comforting Job, suggests that we 
may content ouraelvea for the future with a 
rhythmetic prose, printed like prose for decency, 
and supplied, for comfort, with a parish allow- 
ance of two or three rhymes to a par^raph. 
Should there be any whom such a "New Poor 
Law" would content, we are far from wishing 
to disturb the virtue of their serenity: let them 
I like the hypochondriac, to be vei'y 
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Kure that they have lost their souls, jnclusii'e ot 
their poetic instincts. In the' mean time the 
hopeful aDd believing will hope, — ^trust on ; and, 
better still, tiie Tennysons and the lirownings,* 
and other high-gifted spirits, will work, wait on, 
niitil, aa Mr. Home has said — 

Strong deeds awake 
And dmnoring:, throng tlie portals of tlie liour. 

It is well for them and all to count the coat 
of this life of a master in poetry, and leai-n fi'oni 
it what a true poet's crown is worth ; to recall 
both the long life's work for it« sake — the work 
of observation, of meditation, of reaching past 
models into natui-e, of reaching past iiatai-e unto 
God ; and the early life's loss foi' its sake — the 
loss of the popular cheer, of the critical assent, 
and of the " money in the purse," It is well 
and full of exultation to remember now what a 
silent, blameless, heroic life of poette duty, this 

* Any reader who mny have neglected to note the closing 
remark of the prefiice to this book is reminded that the aboie 
allusioD was penaed tefore Mies Elizaheth Burrett forean^v 
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man has lived ; how he never ciied rudely 
against the world because he was excluded for a 
time from the parsley garlands of its popularity ; 
nor sinned morally because he was sinned against 
intellectually ; noi-, being tempted and threat- 
ened by paymaster and reviewer, swerved from 
the righteousness and high Mms of his inexora- 
ble genius. And it cannot be iH to conclude by 
enforcing a high example by some noble pre- 
cepts which, taken from the " Musopbilus" of 
old Daniel, do contain, to onv mind, the vciy 
<:ode of chi\ah-y for poets: — 

Be it that my anseasonable song 

Come out nf Time, that iault is in the Time ; 
And I must not do virtue ao much wrong 

As love )u',v aught the worse tor other's criiui!. 



And for my part, if only one allow 
The care my laboring spirits take in tl 

He ia M> me a theatre large enow. 
And his applause only sufficient is— 

All my respect is bent but to his brow ; 
That is my all, and alll am is his. 
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And if some wortliy spirits be pleased too, 
It shall more comfort breed, but not more 

Btrr WHAT IF NONE ? /( amnot yet undo 
The lave I bear vmto this holn skill : 

TkU U the thing that I was bom to Ao, 
This is my scene, Ihisparrt mvM Iftdfil. 
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